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PR £ F A C E. 

TV /TY Bookfeller having informed me 

X*A that there was no colleftion of 

Englifli Poetry ajnbflg'ifti erf any; fcftana- 

*ion, I thought a :Fcw:*Houi5- ,# fpent in 

j^nakihg a proper fe , }cftiop.w<Hil4aoi be ifl 

"bellowed. Compilations * of tlxisr Icind art 

chiefly defigned for fuch as either want 

"ieifure, (kiD, or fortune, to choofe for 

-themfelves-, for prcrfons whofe profeflions 

/turn them to different purfuits, or who, 

aiot yet arrived at fufficient maturity, re- 

'quire a guide to diredt their application. 

'aVaur. youth, ^particularly, a publication 

of 



ii PREFACE. 

of this fort may be ufeful ; iince, if com- 
piled with any (hare of judgement, it mtf 
at onfce unite precept and example) (bar 
them what is beautiful, and inform them 
why it is fo : I therefore offer this, to the 
bed of my judgement, as the beft colkc- I 
tion that has yet appeared : though, tf 
tafles are various, numbers will be of * 
very different opinion. Many perhap* 
may : wv(b to fce.Mf? it: Ufc poems of thetf 

• ! • • ••• • • • ••• * • 1 

favourite* Authors,: others may wiih that = 
• . ••••• ■» 

thad fejcftfjd'frotn jworlcs lefe generally refcd 
and otWs/ftiU'ifhay v^ilh, that I had fe 

le&ed from their own. But my defigr 
was to give a ufeful, unaffefted compila 
tion * one that might tend to advance th< 
readers tafte, and .not imprefs him witl 
exalted ideas of mine. Nothing . fo com 
mon, and yet fo abiurd, as affe&ation ii 
criurifm. The defire of being thought t< 

. hav» 
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ve a more difcerniag tafte than others, 

is often led writers to labour after error, 

ad to be foremoft in promoting deformity* 

n this compilation I run but few rifques 

)f that kind; every poem here is well 

known, and pofiefied, or the public has 

been long miftaken, of peculiar merit: 

every poem has, as Ariftotle expreffes it, a> 

beginning, a middle, and an end, in 

Tvhichj however -, tariffing: tlie ; ; nile; 4jiay 

feenv mofl: of the poetry, U* pur language 

is deficient : I claim lib' ixtttit* yi the 

choice, as it was obvi&ui^ibr iir alftariguages 

the beft productions are moft eafily found. 

As to the fliort iatrodu&ory criticisms to* 

each poem* they are rather defigned for 

boys than men ; for it will be feen that I 

declined all refinement, fatisfied with being, 

obvious and fincere. In (hprt, if this 

*ork be ufeful in fchools,. or amufing in 

she 



ur 



F R E F A C E. 



the clofet, the merit all belongs to othc 
I hare nothing to boaft, and, at belt, 
«pe&, not applaufe, but pardon*. 



OLIVER GOLDSMH 
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English poesy. 



The Rape of ,the Lack.. : 



» » • • 



This fccms to be Mr. Pope's nioft.finifhed.nroduc- 
to n, and is, perhaps, the inbft pepfe£ in our 
k**3*uage. It exhibits ftrongef' powers of imagina- 
ac *n, more. harmony of 'nujqbci?,, and ' a. greater 
knowledge of the world, than any other of this 
poet's works: and it is probable, if our country 
w «re called upon to fhew a fpecimen of their ge- 
nius to foreigners, this Would be the work here 
faced upon. 

WHAT dire offence from am'rous caufes fprings, 
What mighty contefls rife from trivial things, 
Ifing— This verfe to Caryl, Mufe ! is due : 
This, ev'n Belinda may vouchfafe to view : 
flight is the fubjeft, but not fo the praife, 
^Sheinfpire, and He approve my lays. 

m&hi B & r 



2 THE BEAUTIES OP 

Say what ftrangc motive, Goddefs ! could com; 
A well- bred Lord t'aflault a gentle Belle ? 
O fay what flranger caufe, yet unexplor'd, 
Could make a gentle Belle reject a Lord ? 
In taflcs fo bcld, can little men engage, 
And in foft bofoms dwells fuch mighty rage ? 
Sol thro' white curtains (hot a tim'rous ray, 
And ope'd thofeeyes that mull eclipfe the day: 
Now lap-dogs gave t hem fe Ives the rouzing (bake. 
And fleeplefs lovers, jufl at twelve, awake : 
Thrice rung the bell, the flipper knock'd the groan 
And the prefs'd watch reiurn'd a filvcr found. 
Belinda flill her downy pillow preft; 
Ij(jr*.guiir3iarf SfrCpfl jwJoog'd the balmy reft: 
'Ywas* He had fummoh # U tff her filent bed 
The moirpng^r^anrthjit hover'd o'er her head. 
A yeutg. more ^Iijt'/i»g than a birth-night beau, 
(Tha£ eVtoln fltfcrfbef ciis'd her cheek to glow) 
Seem'd to her ear his winning lips to lay, 
And thus in whifpers faid, or feem'd to fay. 
Faireft of mortals, thou diftingutfh'd care 
Of thoufand bright inhabitants of air ! 
If e'er one Vifion touch thy infant thought, 
Of all the^Nurfe and all the Prieft have taught ; 
Of airy Elves by moonlight fliadows fcen, 
/The filvcr token, and the circled green, 
Or virgins vifited by Angel-powVs, 
With golden crowns and wreaths of heav'nly flow'r 
Hear and believe! thy own importance know, 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 

Sor 



ENGLISH POEU. 3 

l Some fecrct truths* from learned pride conceal'd, 
\ To Maids alone and children are reveal'd : 
I What tho* no credit doubting Wits may give, 
' The Fair and Innocent (hall dill believe. 
Know, then, unnumbered Spirits round thee fly, 
The light Militia of the lower Iky : 
Thefe, tho' unfeen, are ever on the wing, 
. Hang o'er the Box, and hover round the Ring. 
Think what an equipage thou haft in air, 
And view with (corn two Pages and a Chair. 
As now your own, our beings were of old, 
And once inclos'd in Woman's beauteous mould ; 
Thence, by afoft transition, we repair 
From earthly vehicles tatb^fc of air. 
Think not, when Woman's iran dent breath' is fled, 

at all her vanities at once £.& deal; 
Succeeding vanities (he ilill regar3s,\ / \ 
And, tho' (he plays no morp, Veclooks the cards. 
Her joy in gilded Chariots, when alive, 
And love of Ombre, after- death furvive. 
For v^hen the Fair in all their pride expire, 
To their firft Elements their Souls retire : 
The fprite; of fiery Termagants in Flame 
Moont up, and take a Salamander's name. 
Soft yielding minds to Water glide away, 
And fip, with nymphs, their elemental tea. 
The graver Prude finks downward to a Gnome, 
r\ Infearch of mifchief (till on Earth to roam. 
The light Coquettes in Sylphs aloft .repair, 
Andfport and flutter in the fields of air. 

B 2 Know 
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4 THE BEAUTIES OF 

Know farther yet ; whoever, fair and chafle, 
Rejects mankind, is by fome Sylph embrae'd : 
For Spirits, freed from mortal laws, with eafe 
A flume what fexes and what fhapes they pleafe. 
What guards the purity of melting maids, 
In courtly balls, and midnight maiquerades, 
Safe from the treach'rous friend, the daring fpark, 
The glance by day, the whifper in the dark, 
When kind occafion prompts their warm defires, 
When mufic foftens, and when dancing fires? 
'Tis but their Sylph, the wife Celeflials know, 
Tho' Honour is the word with Men below. 

Some nymphs there are, too confeious of their face, 
E(jr*i; r e precfefl?h2d Jo *h* # ©nomes embrace. 
Tnefe fwejftheir profoVcts ^ind exalt their pride, 
When oficrs $jx jtffcfcfwTd, and love deny'd : 
Then gay ideas, cr,qud the vacant brain, 
Whi^e^cerSjVintt&lrlCcb^aiid all their fweeping train* 
And Garters, Stars, and Coronets appear, 
And, in foft founds, Your Grace falutes their ear. 
*Tis thefe that early taint the female foul, 
Inftrudl the eyes of young Coquettes to roll, 
Teach infant cheeks a bidden blufli to know, 
And little hearts to flutter at a Beau. 

Oft, when the world imagine women ftray, 
The Sylphs thro' myftic mazes guide their way, 
Thro 9 all the giddy circle they purfue, 
And old impertinence expel by new. 
What tender maid but mud a victim fall 
To one man's treat, but for another's ball ? 

W 



ENGLISH POESY. 5 

When-Florio (peaks, what virgin could withftand, 
If gentle Damon did not fqueeze her hand ; 
With varying vanities, from ev'ry part 
They fhift the moving Toy-fhop of their heart ; 
"Where wigs with wigs, with fword-knots fword- knots 

drive, 
Beaux banifh beaux, and coaches coaches drive* 
This eiring mortals Levity may call, 
Oh blind to truth ! the Sylphs contrive it all. 

Of thefe am I, who thy protection claim ; 
A watchful fprite, and Ariel is my name. 
Late/ as J rang'd the cryflal wilds of air, 
In the clear Mirror of thy ruling ftar 
I faw, alas, fome dread event impend, 
Ere to the main this morning fun defcend; 
Bat heav'n reveals not what, or how, or where : 
Warn'd by the Sylph, oh pious maid, beware ! 
This to difclofe is all thy guardian can : 
Beware of all ; but, moil, beware of Man \ 

He faid ; when Shock, who thought (he flept too 
long, 
Leap'd up, and wak'd his miftrefs with his tongue* 
'Twas then, Belinda, if report fay true, 
Thy eyes firft open'd on a Billet-doux ; 
Wounds, Charms, and Ardors, were no fooner read, 
But all the Viiion vaninVd from thy head. 

And now, unveil'd, the Toilet ftands difplay'd, 
Each filver vafe in myftic order laid. 
Firft, rob'd in white, the Nymph intent adores, 
With head uncover'd, the Cofmetic powers'. 

B 3 A heav'nly 



6 THE BEAUTfIS OF 

A heav'nly image in the glafs appear*, 
To that fhe bends, to that her eyes (he tears ; 
Th' inferior Prieftcfs, at her altar's fide, 
Trembling, begins the facred rites of Pride. 
Ur.number'd trcafures ope at euce, and here 
The various cfPrings cf the world appear; 
From each (he nicely culls, with curious toil, 
And decks the Goddefs with the glittering fpoil. 
This cafket, India's glowing gems unlocks, 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 
The Tortoife here and Elephant unite, 
Transformed to combs, the fpeckled and the wtite. 
Here files of pins extend their mining rows, 
Puffs, Powders, Patches, Bibles, Billet-doux, 
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms ; 
The fair each moment rifes in her charms. 
Repairs her fmiles, awakens every grace, 
And calls forth all the wonders of her lace : 
Sees by degrees a purer blufh ari&, 
And keener lightnings quicken in her tyt$» 
The bufy Sylphs furround their darling care, 
Thefe fet the head, and thofe divide the hair ; 
Some fold the fleeve, whilft others plait the gown t 
And Betty's prais'd for labours not her own. 

Not with more glories, in th' etherial plain, 
The fun fir ft rifes o'er the purpled main, 
1 ban, i fluing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launch 'd on the bofom of the filver'd Thames. 
Fair Nymphs, and well-dreft'd Youths, around he 
fbone, 

it cv'ry eye was fix'd oa her alone. 



ENGLISH POESY. 7 

her white breatf a fparkling Crofc flie wore, 
ich Jews might kift, and Infidel* adore. 

lively looks a {prightly mind difclofe, 
ck as her eyes, aod as unftx'd as thofe ; 
ours to none, to all me fmiles extends ; 

(he rejects, bat never once oiFends. 

jht as the fan, her eyes the gazers finite, 

1, like the fun, they mine on all alike. 

graceful eafe, and fweetnefs void of pride, 
ght hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide a 
0- her (hare fome female errors fall, 
)k on her face and you'll forget 'em all. 
This nymph, to the destruction of mankind, 

« 

uriftVd two Locks which graceful hung behind 

jqual curls, and well confpir'd to deck, 

.h Jhining ringlets, the fmooth iv'ry neck. 

e in thefe labyrinths his flaves detains, 

1 mighty hearts are held in flender chains. 

:h hairy fpringes we the birds betray, 

;ht lines of hair furprize the finny prey, 

r treffes men's imperial race infnare, 

1 beauty draws us with a fingle hair. 

V advent'rous Baron the bright locks admir'd j 

faw* he wiili'd, and to the prize afpir'd.] 

alv'd to win, he meditates the way, 

force to ravifh, or by fraud betray; 

when fuccefs a lover's toil attends, 

f afk, if fraud or force attain'd his ends. 

'or this, 'ere Phcebus rofe, he had impJor'd 

pitious heav'n, and ev'ry pow'r ador'dj 

JB 4 But 
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But chiefly Love — to Love an Altar built, 
Of twelve vaft French Romances, neatly gilt. 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves, 
And all the trophies of his former loves. 
With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three am'rous fighs to raife the fire. 
Then proftrate falls, and begs, with ardent eyes, 
Soon to obtain, and long poffefs the prize : 
The pow'rs gave ear, and granted half his pray'r, 
The reft, the winds difpers'd in empty air. 
But now fecure the painted vefTel glides, 
The fun-beams trembling on the floating tides : 
While melting mufic deals upon the Iky, 

■ 

And foften'd founds along the waters die ; 
Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play, 
Belinda fmil'd, and all the world was gay. 
All but the Sylph— with careful thoughts oppreft, 
Th' impending woe fat heavy on his breafh 
He fummons ftrait his Denizens of air ; 
The lucid fquadrons round the fails repair : 
Soft o'er the fhrouds aerial whifpers breathe, 
That feem'd but Zephyrs to the train beneath. 
Some to the fun their infecV wings unfold, 
Waft on the breeze, or fink in clouds of gold ; 
Tranfparent forms, too fine for mortal fight, 
Their fluid bodies half diffolv'd in light. 
Loofe to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thin glitt'ring textures of the filmy dew, 
Dip'd in the richeft tin&ure of the fkies, 
Where light difports in ever-mingling dyes, 
, '■ While 
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While ev'ry beam new tranfient colours flings. 
Colours that change whene'er they wave their wings. 
Amid the circle on the gilded maft, 
Superior by the head, was Ariel plac'd ; 
His purple pinions op'ning to the fun, 
He rais'd his azure wand, and thus begun. 

Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ear, 
Fay, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Daemons hear ! 
Ye know the fpheres, and various talks afligrfd 
By laws eternal to the aerial kind. 
Some in the fields of pureft aether play, 
And bafk and whiten in the blaze of day j 
Some guide the courfe of wandering orbs on high, 
Or roll the planets thro' the boundlefs fky. 
Some, left refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light 
Purfue the liars that moot athwart the night, 
Or fuck the mills in grofler air below, 1 

Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 
Or brew fierce tcmpefls on the wintry main, 
Or o'er the glebe diitil the kindly rain. 
Others on earth o'er human race prefide, 
Watch all their ways, and all their attions guide : 
Of thefe the chief the care of Nations own, 
And guard with arms divine the Britifh throne. 

Our humbler province is to tend the Fair, 
Not a lefs pleafing, tho' lefs glorious care ; 
To fave the powder from too rude a gale, 
Nor let th' imprifon'd eflences exhale ; 
To draw freih colours from the vernal flow'rs ; 
To Ileal from rainbows ere they drop in fhow'rs, , 

B 5 A brighter 
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A hi-;htcrv. . ill ; to curl their waving hairs, 
A.iiii t^t'i :;ii,iiics, and infpire their airs; 
I" ay >, in ite.ims i:.vention we bellow, 
1 ■• .i..iii^,c ;i Fl'-mc-, or ?dd a Furbelow. 

Thii day, black Omens threat the brighteft Fair 
T 1 tr\r defer, u a watchful fpirit's care ; 
» i: "-:-c . r» d : Hitler, ; r by ftuve, or flight; 
But *h.it, c r wlcrr, the fates have wrap'd in night. 
Whether the ny:n/h Ihall break Diana's law, 
Or fome f..il Cliin.i-jp.r receive a fjawj 
Or llain her honour, or her new brocade; 
Forget her pray'rs, rr mi fa a mafqnerade ; 
Or lofe her heart or necklace at a ball ; 
Or whether heav'n has doonVd that Shcck rnoR fill* 
Hafle then, ye fpirits ! to yoor charge repair: 
The flutt'riiv' fan be Zephyretta's care ; 
The drops to thee, Brillante, we confign ; 
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine ; 
Do thou, Crifpiffa, tend her fav'rite Lock ; 
Ariel himfelf (hall be the guard of Shock. 

To fifty chofen Sylphs, of fpecial note, 
We trufVtli' important charge, the Petticoat : 
Oft have we known that fevcn-fold fence to fail, 
Tfco' ftiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of whale* 
Bonn a ftrong line about the filver bound, 
And guard the wide circumference around. 

Whatever fpirit, carelefs of his charge, 
His poft neglefts, or leaves the fair at large, 
^Shall feel fharp vengeance foon o'ertake his fins, 
Be ikop'd in vials, or tnmifix'd with pins ; 

Or 



ENGLISH POESV. n 

Or plung'd in lakes of bitter waflies lie, 
Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye : 
Gums and Pomatums (hall his flight reftrain, 
While,, clog'd, he beats his filken wings in vain ; 
Or Alum (typtics, with contracting pow'r, 
Shrink his thin eflence lite a Jhrivel'd flow'r: 
Or, as Ixion fix'd, the wretch (hall feel • 
The giddy motion of the whirling mill, 
In fumes of burning Chocolate (hall glow, 
And tremble at the fea that froth* below ! 

He fpoke ; the fpirits from the fa ill descend ; 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend ; 
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair ; 
Some hang upon the pendants of her ear ; 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Pate. 

Clofe by thofe meads, forever crown'd with fiowYl,' 
Where Thames with pride forveys his rifingtow'rt , 
There (lands a ftruclure of majeftic frame, 
Which from the neighboring Hampton takes itsmame. 
Here Britain's ftatefmen oft the fall foredoom 
Of foreign Tyrants, and of Nymphs at home; 
Here thou, great Anna ! whom three realms obey? 
Doft fometimes counfel tak£*—and fomc times tea. 

.Hither the heroes and the nymphs refort, 
To tafte awhile the pleafwes of a Court ; 
In various talk th' inftru&iw hours they pail, 
Who gave the ball or paid the vitit lad : 
One fpeaks the glory of the Bririih Queen, 
And one describes a charming Indian fcreen; 

B6 A third 
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A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes ; 
At ev'ry word a reputation dies. 
Snuff, or the fan, fupply each paufe of chat, 
With tinging, laughing, ogling, and all that. 

Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day, 
The fun obliquely moots his burning ray ; 
The hungry judges foon the fentence fign, 
And wretches hang that Jurymen may dine ; 
The merchant from th' Exchange returns in peace,. 
And the long labours of the toilet ceafe. 
Belinda now, whom thirft of fame invites, 
Burns to encounter two adventurous Knights, 
At Ombre fingly to decide their doom, 
And fwells her bieaft with con quells yet to come. 
Strait the three bands prepare in arms to join, 
Each band the number of the facred nine. 
Soon as (he fpreads her hand, th' aerial guard 
Defcend, and fit on each important card : 
Firft Ariel perch'd upon a Matadore, 
Then each according to the rank he bore ; 
For Sylphs, . yet mindful of their ancient race, 
Are, as when women, wond'rous fond of place. 

Behold, four Kings in majefly rever'd, 
"With hoary whifkers and a forky beard ; 
And four fair Queens, whofe hands fuftain a flow'r, 
Th* expreflive embh m of their fofter pow'r ; 
Four knaves in garbs fuccinft, a trufty band ; 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand ; 
And party-colour'd troops, a mining train, 
Prawn frith- to combat O^. the velvet jplaiu. 

The 
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The flcilful nymph reviews her force with care : 
Let Spades be trumps ! fhe faid, and trumps they were* 

Now move to war hex fable Matadores, 
In fhow like leaders of the fwarthy Moors. 
Spadillio firft, unconquerable Lord ! 
Led off two captive trumps, and fwept the board. 
As many more Manillio fore'd to yield, 
And march'd a victor from the verdant field. 
Him Bafto follow'd; but his fate, more hard, 
Gain'd but one trump, and one Plebeian card* 

* 

With his broad fabre next, a chief in years* 
The hoary Majeity of Spades appears, 
Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reveal'd. 
The reft, his many-colour'd robe conceal'd. 
The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage, 
Proves the juft vidim of his royal rage. 
Ev'n mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens overthrew, 
And mow'd down armies in the fights of La, 
Sad chance of war ! now, deftitute of aid* 
Falls undiflinguiuVd by the vi&or Spade L 
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield ; 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 
His warlike Amazon her hoft invades, 
Th' imperial confort of the crown of Spades. 
The Club's black tyrant firft her viOim dy'd, 
Spite of his haughty mien, and barb'rous pride : 
What boots the regal circle on his head, 
His giant limbs in date unwieldy fpread ; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe,. 
And, of all monarcha, only grafps the globe 2 

Th« 
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The Baron now hit Diamonds pours apace ; 
Th* embroider'd King who fliews but half his fa 
And his refulgent Queen, with pow'rs combinN 
Of broken troops an eafy conqueft find. 
Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild difordcr feex 
With throngs promifcuous ftrow the level green 
Thus, when -difpers'd, a routed army runs, 
Of AnVs troops, and Afric's fable fons, 
With like confufion difPrent nations fly. 
Of various habits, and of various dye, 
The picre'd battalions, difunitcd, fall, 
In heaps on heaps ; one fate o'erwhelms them al 

The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 
And wins (oh ihameful chance !) the Queen of Hea 
At this, the blood the virgin's cheek foribok* 
A livid pafcnefs ipreads o'er all her look ; 
She fees, and trembles at th' approaching ill, 
Jl(* in the jaws of ruin, and Codille. 
And now (as oft in fome diftemper'd ftate) 
On one nice trick depends the gen'ral fate. 
An Ace of Hearts fteps forth i the King, ttn&cn 
Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd his captive Que* 
He fprings to vengeance wich an eager pace^ 
And falls like thunder on the proftrate Ace. 
The nymph exulting fills with ihouts :he fey ; 
The walls, the woods, and long canals reply* 

O thoughtlefs mortals ! ever biind to fate, 
Too foon deje&ed, and too foon elate. 
Sudden, thefe honours fhdll be fnatch'd away, 
And cwVd for ever this victorious day, 

I 
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For lo! the board with cups and fpoons is crown 'd, 
The berriei crackle, and the mill tarns round ; 
O** Uniting Altars of Japan they raife 
The filver lamp ; the fttry fpirits blaze : 
■"om filver fpouts the grateful liquors glide, 
•^hile China's earth receives the fmoaking tide : 
^t once they gratify their fcent and tafte, 
-And frequeat cups prolong the rich repaft. 
Strait hover round the fair her airy band ; 
*>°nae, as (he fipp'd, the fuming liquor fann'd, 
^°Hjc o'er her lap their careful plumes difplay'd, 
**r*embling, and confcious of the rich brocade. 
^ofiee (which makes the politician wife, 
*^*x«l fee thro 9 aU things with his half (hut eyes) 
*^Ht up in vapours to the Baron's brain- 
*^ew ftratagems, die radiant Lock to gain, 
^h ceafe, rafh youth I defift ere 'tis too late, 
^ear the juft Gods, and think of Scylla's fate ! 
^hangM to a bird, and font to flit in air, 
&he dearly pays for Nifus' injur'd hair ! 

But, when to mifchief mortals bend their will, 
iiow 4bon they find fit inftruments of ill ? 
Juft then, dariiTa drew, with tempting grace, 
A two-edg'd weapon from her mining cafe : 
So ladies, in Romance, affift their knight, 
Preient the fpear, and arm him for the fight. 
He takes the gift, with rev'rence, and extends 
The. little engine on his fingers ends ; 
This juft behind Belinda's neck he fp read, 
As o'er the fragrant fteams fhe bends her head* 

Swift 
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Swift to the Lock a thoufand Sprites repair, 
A thoufand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 
And thrice they twitch'cl the diamond in her ear > 
Thrice (he look'd back, and thrice the foe drew nea*- 
Juft in that inftant anxious Ariel fought 
The clofe recefTes of the Virgin's thought; 
As on the nofegay in her bread reclin'd. 
He watch'd th' ideas riling in her mind, 
Sudden he view'd, in fpite of all her art, 
An earthly lover lurking at her heart. 
Amaz'd, confus'd, he found his pow'r expir'd, 
Refign'd to fate, and u ith a figh retir'd. 

The Peer now fpreads the glitt'ring forfex wider-: 
T' inclofe the Lock ; now joins it, to divide. 
Ev'n then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 
A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos'd ; 
Fate urg'd the fheers, and cut the Sylph in twain, 
(But airy fubitance foon unites again) 
The meetipg points the facred hair difTever 
From the fair head, for ever, and for ever ! 

Then flafh'd the living light'ning from her eyes* 
And fkreams of horror rend th' affrighted ikies. 
Not louder fhrieks to pitying heav'n are cad, 
When hu/bands, or when lap-dogs breathethcir laftj 
Or when rich China vefTels, fall'n from high, 
In glitt'ring dull, and painted fragments lie ! 

Let wreathes of triumph now my temples twine* 
(The victor cry'd) the glorious prize is mine ! 
While fiih in itreams, or birds delight in air, 
Or in a coach and fix the Britifh fair, 

As 



ENGLISH POESY. 17 

Ils long as Atalantis (hall be read, 
)r the fmall pillow grace a Lady's bed, 
Vhile vifits (hall be paid on folemn days, 
iVhen num'rous wax-lights in bright order blaze, 
While nymphs take treats, or affignations give, ' 
So long my honour, name, and praife (hall live ! 

What Time would (pare, from Steel receives its date, 

1 

And monuments, like men, fubmit to fate ! 

Steel could the labour of the Gods deftroy, 

And (hike to duft th' imperial tow'rs of Troy ; 

Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 

And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 

What wonder, then, fair Nymph! thy hairs mould feel 

The conquering force of unrefifted fteel ? 

But anxious caret the penfive Nymph opprefs'd, 

And fecret paffions labour'd in her bread. 

Not youthful kings in Battle feiz'd alive, 

Not fcornful virgins who their charms furvive, 

Not ardent lovers robb'd of all their blifs, 

Not ancient ladies when refusM a kifs, 

Not tyrants fierce that un repenting die, 

Not Cynthia when her manteau's pinn'd awry, 

E'er felt fuch rage, refentment, and defpair, 

As thou, fad Virgin I for thy ravifti'd Hair. 

For, that fad moment when the Sylphs withdrew. 
And Ariel, weeping, from Belinda flew, 
Umbriel, a duflcy, melancholy fprite, 
As ever fully 'd the fair face of light, 
Down to the central earth, his proper fcene, 
Repair'd, to fearch the gloomy Cave of Spleen. 

Swift 
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A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes ; 
At ev'ry word a reputation dies. 
Snuff, or the fan, fupply each paufe of chat, 
With tinging, laughing, ogling, and all that. 

Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day, 
The fun obliquely fhoots his burning ray ; 
The hungry judges foon the fentence fign, 
And wretches hang that Jurymen may dine ; 
The merchant from th' Exchange returns in peace,. 
And the long labours of the toilet ceafe. 
Belinda now, whom thirft of fame invites, 
Burns to encounter two advent'rous Knights, 
At Ombre fingly to decide their doom, 
And fwells her bread with con quells yet to come. 
Strait the three bands prepare in arms to join, 
Each. band the number of the facred nine. 
Soon as (he fpreads her hand, th' aerial guard 
Defcend, and fit on each important card : 
Firft Ariel .perch'd upon a Matadore, 
Then each according to the rank he bore ; 
For Sylphs, . yet mindful of their ancient race* 
Are, as when women, wond'rous fond of place. 

Behold, four Kings in majefly rever'd, 
"With hoary whifkers and a forky beard ; 
And four fair Queens, whofe hands fuftain a flow'r, 
Th* exprefllve embk m of their fofter pow'r ; 
Four knaves in garbs fuccin&, a trufty band ; 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand ; 
And party-colour'd troops, a mining train, 
Prawn foith to combat^ the velvet jplain. 

The 
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r The ikilful nymph reviews her force with care : 
Let Spades be trumps ! fhe faid, and trumps they were.* 

Now move to war hex fable Matadores, 
In fhow like leaders of the fwarthy Moors. 
Spadillio firft, unconquerable Lord ! 
Led off two captive trumps, and fwept the board. 
As many more Maniilio forc'd to yield, 
And march'd a vi£tor from the verdant field. 
Him Bafto follow'd; but his fate, more hard, 
Gain'd but one trump, and one Plebeian card* 
With his broad fabre next, a chief in years* 
The hoary Majeity of Spades appears, 
Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reveaPd* 
The reft, his many-colour' d robe conceal'd. 
The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage, 
Proves the juft vi&im of his royal rage. 
Ev'n mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens overthrew, 
And mow'd down armies in the fights of Lu, 
Sad chance of war ! now, dcftitute of aid* 
Falls undiftinguifiYd by the vi&or Spade I 

Thus far both armies to Belinda yield j 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 
His warlike Amazon her hoft invades, 
Th* imperial confort of the crown of Spades. 
The Club's black tyrant firft her viftim dy'd, 
Spite of his haughty mien, and barb'rous pride i 
What boots the regal circle on his head, 
His giant limbs in date unwieldy fpread ; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe,. 
And, of all monarcha, only grafps the globe I 

The 
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A heav'nly image in the glafs appears. 
To that fhe bends, to that her eyes (he rears ; 
Th* inferior Prieftefs, at her altar's fide, 
Trembling, begins the facred rites of Pride. 
Unnumber'd treafures ope at ouce, and here 
The various ofFrings of the world appear; 
From each fhe nicely culls, with curious toil, 
And decks the Goddefs with the glittering fpoiL 
This cafket, India's glowing gems unlocks. 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 
The Tortoife here and Elephant unite, 
Transform'd to combs, the fpeckled and the wuite. 
Here files of pins extend their fhining rows, 
Puffs, Powders, Patches, Bibles, Billet-doux. 
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms ; 
The fair each moment rifes in her charms, 
Repairs her fmiles, awakens every grace, 
And calls forth all the wonders of her race : 
Sees by degrees a purer blufii arifc, 
And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes» 
The bufy Sylphs furround their darling care, 
Tkefe fet the head, and thofe divide the hair ; 
Some fold the fleeve, whilft others plait the gown ; 
And Betty's prais'd for labours not her own. 

Not with more glories, in th' etherial plain, 
The fun h* rft rifes o'er the purpled main, 
Than, ifiuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launched on the bofom of the filver'd Thames. 
Fair Nymphs, and well-dreft'd Youths, around heir 

fhone, 
Bat ev'ry eye was hVd on her alone. 
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On her white breaflf a fparkling Cro& (he wore, 
Which Jews might kift, and Infidels adore. 
Her lively ta>ks a fprightly mind difclofe,. 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfix'd as thofe ; 
Favours to none, to all flie fmiles extends ; 
Oft (he rejects, bnt never once offends. 
Bright as the fun, her eyes the gazers finite, 
And, like the fun, they mine on all alike. 
Yet graceful eaie, and fwectnefs void of pride, 
Might hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide 9 
If tp^ her fhare fome female errors fall, 
Look on her face and you'll forget 'em all. 
This nymph, to the deftru&ion of mankind, 

« 

Nourifa'd two Locks which graceful hung behind 
In equal curls, and well confpir'd to deck, 
With Ihining ringlets, the fmooth iv'ry neck. 
Love in thefe labyrinths his flaves detains, 
And mighty hearts are held in {lender chains. 
With hairy fpringes we the birds betray, 
Slight lines of hair furprize the finny prey, 
Fair treffes men's imperial race infnare, 
And beauty draws us with a Angle hair. 

Th' adventurous Baron the bright locks admir'd; 
He faw, he wiuYd* and to the prize afpir'd.] 
Refolv'd to win, he meditates the way, 
By force to ravifli, or by fraud betray; 
For when fuccefs a lover's toil attends, 
Few afk, if fraud or force attain'd his ends. 

For this, 'ere Phcebus rofe, he had implor'd 
Propitious heav'n, and ev'ry pow'r ador'dj 

JB 4 But 
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But chiefly Love — to Love an Altar built, 
Of twelve vail French Romances, neatly gilt. 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves, 
And all the trophies of his former loves. 
"With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three am'rous fighs to raife the fire. 
Then proftrate falls, and begs, with ardent eyes, 
Soon to obtain, and long poflefs the prize : 
The pow'rs gave ear, and granted half his pray'j 
The reft, the winds difpers'd in empty air. 
But now fecure the painted ve/Tel glides, 
The fun-beams trembling on the floating tides : 
While melting murk deals upon the fky, 
And foften'd founds along the waters die ; 
Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gent]y play 
Belinda fmil'd, and all the world was gay. 
All but the Sylph— with careful thoughts oppreft, 
Th' impending woe fat heavy on his brea$. 
He fummons flrait his Denizens of air ; 
The lucid fquadrons round the fails repair : x 
Soft o'er the fhrouds aerial whifpers breathe* 
That feem'd but Zephyrs to the train beneath. 
Some to the fun their infecV wings unfold, 
Waft on the breeze, or fink in clouds of gold ; 
Tranfparent forms, too fine for mortal fight, 
Their fluid bodies half difiblv'd in light. 
Loofe to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thin glitt'ring textures of the filmy dew, 
Dip'd in the richeft tin&ure of the fkies, 
Where light difports in ever-mingling dyes, 
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, While ev'ry beam new transient colours flings. 
Colours that change whene'er they wave their wings* 
Amid the circle on the gilded maft, 
Superior by the head, was Ariel plac'd ; 
His purple pinions op'ning to the fun, 
Herais'd his azure wand, and thus begun. 

Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ear, 
fay> Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Daemons hear ! 
Ye know the fpheres, and various talks aflign'd 
fy laws eternal to the aerial kind. 
Some in the fields of pureft aether play, 
•And balk and whiten in the blaze of day ; 
Some guide the courfe of wand'ring orbs on high, 
Or roll the planets thro' the boundlcfs fky. 
Some, left renVd, beneath the moon's pale light 
IWue the flars that fhoot athwart the night, 
% Or fuck the mifis in grofler air below, ^ 

Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 
Or brew fierce tempefls on the wintry main, 
Or o'er the glebe diftil the kindly rain. 
Others on earth o'er human race prefide, 
Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide : - 
Of thefe the chief the care of Nations own, 
And guard with arms divine the Britifh throne. 

Our humbler province is to tend the Fair, 
"Not a lefs pleafing, tho' lefs glorious care ; 
To fave the powder from too rude a gale, 
"Nor let th' imprifon'd eflences exhale 5 
To draw freih colours from the. vernal flow'rs ; 
To ileal from rainbows ere they drop in fhow'rs, . 

B 5 k\H\<gbX<t\ 



ro THE BEAUTIES OP 

A brighter w: fli ; Co curl their waving hairs, 
AHift their bluJhcs, and infpire their airs ; 
Nay '. *>, in dreams, invention we bellow, 
To change a Flounce, or ?dd a Furbelow. 

This day, black Omens threat the brightrft I 
That e'er defcrv'd a watchful fpirit's care 5 
Sorr>e il-'re difailcr, rr by forv:e, or flight; 
But what, or where, the fates have wrap'd in ni 
Whether the nymph (hall break Diana's law, 
Or fome frail China-jar receive a ftawi 
Or ftain her honour, or her new brocade ; 
Forget her pray'rs, cr mifs a mafquerade ; 
Or lofe her heart or necklace at a ball s 
Or whether heav*n has doom'd that Shock mail f 
Hade then, ye fpirits ! to your charge repair : 
The flutt'ring fan be Zephyretta'a care ; 
The drops to thee, Brillante, wc confign ; 
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine ; 
Do thou, Crifpiffa, tend her fav'rite Lock ; 
Ariel himfelf (hall be the guard of Shock. 
To fifty chofen Sylphs, of fpecial note, 
We truft'th' important charge, the Petticoat : 
Oft have we known that fevcn-fold fence to fail 
Tfto* ftiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of whal 
Bonn a ffcrong line about the filver bound, 
And guard the wide circumference around. 

Whatever fpirit, carelefs of his charge, 
Hit poft neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 
^Shall feel (harp vengeance foon overtake his fins. 
Be ftop'd in vial*, or tranjfix'd with pins ; 
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^ r plang'd in lakes of bitter waflies lie, 
Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye : 
Gunis and Pomatums (hall his flight reftrain, 
while, clog'd, he beats his filken wings in vain ; 
^ r Alum ftyptics, with contracting pow'r, 
Shrink his thin efience like a (hrivel'd flow'r: 
Or, as ixion fix'd, the wretch (hill feel • 
*He giddy motion of the whirling mill, 
til fumes of burning Chocolate (hall glow, 
And tremble at the fea that froths below ! 

He fpoke ; the fpirits from the fails defcend ; 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend ; 
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair ; 
Some hang upon the pendants of her ear ; 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Pate, 

Clofe by thofe meads, for ever crown'd with flowers,' 
Where Thames with pride fcrveys his rifingtow'rs, 
There (lands a (lruc"lure of raajeftic frame, 
\V hich from the neighb'ring Hampton takes its ttame. 
Here Britain's ftatefmen oft the fall foredoom 
Of foreign Tyrants, and of Nymphs at home ; 
Here thou, great Anna ! whom three realms obey, 
Doft fome times counfel take— and fome times tea. 

\Hithf r the heroes and the nymphs refort, 
To taite awhile the pleafiwes of a Court ; 
In various talk th' inftrti&ive hours they pall, 
Who gave the ball or paid the vint laft s 
One fpeaks the glory of the Britiih Queen, 
And one describes a charming Indian fcreen ; 

B6 k^vt\ 
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A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes ; 
At ev'ry word a reputation dies. 
Snuff, or the fan, fupply each paufe of chat, 
With finging, laughing, ogling, and all that* 

Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day, 
The fun obliquely (hoots his burning ray ; 
The hungry judges foon the fentence fign, 
And wretches hang that Jurymen may dine ; 
The merchant from th* Exchange returns in peace,. 
And the long labours of the toilet ceafe. 
Belinda now, whom thirft of fame invites, 
Burns to encounter two advent'rous Knights, 
At Ombre fingly to decide their doom, 
And fwells her breaft with conquefts yet to come. 
Strait the three bands prepare in arms to join, 
Each.band the number of the facred nine. 
Soon as flie fpreads her hand, th' aerial guard 
Defcend, and fit on each important card : 
Firft Ariel .perch'd upon a Matadore, 
Then each according to the rank he bore ; 
For Sylphs, . yet mindful of their ancient race,. 
Are, as when women, wond'rous fond of place. 

Behold, four Kings in majefly rever'd, 
With hoary whifkers and a forky beard ; 
And four fair Queens, whofe hands fultain a flow'r, 
Th* expreffive embkm of their fofter pow'r ; 
Four knaves in garbs fuccind, a trufty band ; 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand ; 
And party-colour'd troops, a mining train, 
Prawn foith to combat ^u the velvet jslaia. 
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^ fltilful nymph reviews her force with care : 
*^npade$ be trumps ! (he faid, and trumps they were.* 

™ow move to war her fable Matadores, 
W ftow like leaders of the fwarthy Moors. 
SpadiJIio firfl, unconquerable Lord 1 
W of two captive trumps, and fwept the board. 
As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 
And march'd a vi£tor from the verdant field. 
Him Bafto follow 'd; but his fate, more hard, 
Gain'd but one trump, and one Plebeian card* 
With his broad fabre next, a chief in years* 
The hoary Majeity of Spades appears, 
Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reveal'd* 
The reft, his many-colour'd robe conceal'd. 
The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage, 
Proves the juft vi&im of his royal rage. 
£v'n mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens o'erthrewy 
And mow'd down armies in the fights of Lu, 
Sad chance of war ! now, deftitute of aid* 
Falls undiitinguifh'd by the vi&or Spade L 
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield j 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 
His warlike Amazon her hoft invades, 
Th' imperial confort of the .crown of Spades. 
The Club's black tyrant firft her vi&im dy'd, 
Spite of his haughty mien, and barb'rous pride i 
What boots the regal circle on his head. 
His giant limbs in date unwieldy fpread ; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe,. 
And, of all monarcha, only grafps the globe I 
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Swift on his footy pinions flits the Gnome, 
And in a vapour rcach'd the difmal dome. 
No chearful breeze this fallen region knows, 
The dreaded Eaft is all the wind that blows. 
Here, in a grotto fhelter'd clofe from air, 
And fcrecn'd in (hades from day's deteltcd glare, 
She fighs mr ever on her penfive bed, 
Pain at her fide, and Megrim at her head. 

Two handmaids wait the throne: alike in place, 
But diff* ring far in figure and in face. 
Here flood 111- nature like an ancient maid, 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array 'd ; 
With ftore of pray 'rs, for mornings, nights, and noons, 
Her hand is fill'di her bofom with lampoons. 
There Affectation, with a fickly mien, 
Shows in her cheek the rofes of eighteen, 
Praclis'd to lifp, and hang the head afide, 
Faints into airs, and languishes with pride, 
On the rich quilt finks with becoming woe, 
Wrapt in a gown, for ficknefs, and for {how. 
The fair-ones feel fuch maladies as theie, 
When each new night-drefs gives a new difeafc 

A conftant Vapour o'er the palace flies j 
Strange phantoms rifing as the mills arife ; 
Dreadful, as hermits dreams in haunted fhades, 
Or bright, as vifions of expiring maids. 
Now glaring fiends, and fnakes on rolling fpires, 
Pale fpectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires : 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyfian fcer.es, 
^Andoyflftl domes, and Angels in machines* 

1 \}Ttf\UTstaiX £» 
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Unnomber'd throngs on cv'ry fide are ieen, 
Of bodies, chang'd to various forms by Spleen. 
Here living tea-pots ftand, one arm held out, 
One bent ; the handle this, and that the fpont : 
A pipkin here, like Homer's Tripod, walks; 
Here fighs a jar, and there a gpofe-pye talks ; 
Men prove with child, as pow'rful fancy works. 
And maids, turn'd bottle-, call aloud for corks. 

Safe pafs'd the Gnome thro' thw fantaftic band, 
A branch of healing Spleen-wort in his han<L 
Then thus addrefs'd the Pow'r —Hail way wardQueen! 
Who rale the fex to fifty from fifteen : 
Parent of vapours, and of female wit, 
Who give th* hyfleric, or poetic fit, 
On various tempers ad by various ways, 
Make fome take phytic, others fcribble plays % 
Who caufe the proud their vifits to delay, 
And fend the godly in a pet to pray, 
A Nymph there is, that all thy pow'r difilatas, 
Andr thouiands more in equal mirth maintains. 
But oh ! if e'er thy Gnome could fppil a grace, 
Or raife a pimple on a beauteous face, v 
Like Citron-waters matrons cheeks inflame, 
Or change complexions at a lofing game ; 
If e'er with airy herns I planted heads, 
O; rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds ; 
Or caus'd fufpicion when no foul was rude, 
Or difcompos'd the head-drefs of a Prude ; 
Or e'er to cofiive lap-dog gave difeaie, 
Which not the tears of brighteft eyes could eafe : 

^t*t 
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Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin ; 
That tingle act gives half the world the fpleen. 

The Goddefs, with a di icon ten ted air, 
Seems to rtjeft him, tho* fhe grants his pray'r. 
A wond'rous Bag with both her hands (he binds, 
Like that where once UlyfTcs held the winds; 
There fhe collects the force of female lur.gs, 
Sighs, fobs, and paffions, and the war of tongues. • 
A Vial next fhe fills with fainting fears, 
Soft forrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 
The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 
Spreads his black wings, and /lowly mounts to day. 

Sunk in Thaleflris' arms the Nymph he found, 
Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound. 
Full o'er their heads the fwelling bag he rent. 
And all the Furies iflVd at the vent. 
Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 
And fierce Thaleuris fans the rifing fire. 
O wretched maid ! me fpread her hands and cry'd, > 
(While Hampton's echoes, Wretched maid ! reply'd) 
Was it for this you took fuch conftant care 
The bodkin, comb, and eflence to prepare ? 
For this your locks in paper durance bound, - 
F6r this with tort'ring irons writh'd around ? 
For this with fillets ftrain'd your tender head, 
And bravely bore the double loads of lead ? 
Gods ! mail the ravilher difplay your hair, 
While the Fopa envy, and the Ladies flare ! 
Honour forbid F at whofe unrival'd fhrine, 
Eafe, pleafure, virtue, all our fex refign. 
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lethinks already I your tears furvey, 
^Vready hear the horrid things they fay, 
V Iready fee you a degraded toaft, 
^Tid all your honour in a whifper loft! 

ow (hall I, then, your helplefs fame defend f 
.Twill, then, be infamy to feem your friend ! 
And (hall this prize, th' incftimable prize, 
Expos'd thro* cryftal to the gazing eyes, 
.And, heighten'd by the diamond's circling rays, 
On that rapacious hand for ever blaze ! 
Sooner (hall grafs in Hyde park Circus grow, 
And wits take lodgings in the found of Bow ; 
Sooner let earth, air, fea, to Chaos fall, 
Men, * monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, periihall! 
She faid ! then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 
And bids her beau demand the precious hairs : 
Sir Plume (of amber fnufF-box juftly vain, 
And the nice conduit of a clouded cane) 
With earned eyes, and round unthinking face, 
He firft the fnufF-box open'd, then the cafe, 
And thus broke out-—" My Lord, why, what the 

" devil? 
" Z— ds 1 damn the Lock ! 'fore Gad, you mufl be 

" civil ! 
" Plague on't ! 'tis paft a jeft— nay, pr'ythee, pox, 
" Give her the hair" — he fpoke, and rapp'd his box. 

It grieves me much (reply'd the Peer again) 
Who (peaks fo well mould ever fpeak in vain. 
But by this Lock, this facred Lock I fwear, 
(Which never more (hall join its parted hair ; 
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Which never more its honours (hall renew, 
Clipp'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 
That while my noftrils draw the vital air, 
This hand, which won it, (hall for ever wear. 
He fpokc, and fpcaking, in proud triumph fpretd 
The long-contended honours of her head. 

But Umbricl, hateful Gnome ! forbears not fo ; 
He breaks the Vial, whence the forrows flow. 
Then fee ! the Nymph in beauteous grief appears, 
Her eyes half-languifhing, half-drown'd in tears; 
On her heav'd bofom hung her drooping head, 
Which, with a figh, (he raia'd; and thus fhe faid : * 

For ever curs'd be this detefted day, 
Which fnatch'd my beft, my fav'rite carl away i 
Happy ! ah ten times nappy had I been, 
If Hampton-Court thefe eyes had never (ecu ! 
Vet am not I the firft miftakcn maid 
By love of courts to nura'rous ills betrayM. 
Oh had I rather unadmir'd remain'd 
In fome lone ifle, or diftant northern land ; 
Where the gilt chariot never marks the way, 
Where none learn Ombre, none e'er tafte Bohea ! 
There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye, 
Like rofes, that in deferts bloom and die. 
What mov'd my mind with youthful Lords to roam ? 
O had I flay 'd, and (aid my pray'rs at home ! 
'^Twas this the morning Omens feem'd to tell ; 
Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box fell ; 
The jtott 9 ri»g 'China (hook without a wind ; 
l4ay, Poll fat mute, and Shock was mod unkind t 
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^ Sylph, too, warn'd mc of the threats of Fate, 
*** myftic vifions, now believ'd too late ! 
^ e « the poor remnants of thefe (lighted hairs ! 
My hands (hall rend what ev'n thy rapine fpares : 
* hefe in two fable ringlets taught to break, 
^nce gave new beauties to the fnowy neck ; 
The fifter-lack now fits uncouth, alone, 
And in its felfoiv's fate fbreiees its own ; 
TJncurPd k hangs, -the fatal fheers demands, 
And tempts, once more, thy facrilegious hands. 
Oh hadft thou, cruel! been content to feize 
Hairs Jefs in fight, or any hairs but thefe ! 

She faid : the pitying audience meh in tears. 
But Fate and Jove had ftopp'd the Baron's ears* 
In vain Thaleftris with reproach aftails ! 
For who can move when fair Belinda fails f 
Not half fo fix'd the Trojan could remain, 
While Anna begg'd, and Dido rag'd in vain. 
Then grave Clarifla graceful wav'd her fan ; 
Silence enfu'd, and thus the 4 Nymph began. 

Say, why are Beauties prais'd and honpur'd moft, 
The wife man's paflion, and the vain man's toafl ? 
Why deck'd with all that land and fea afford, 
Why Angels call'd, and Angel-like ador'd ; 
Why round our coaches crowd the white-glov'd 

Beaux, 
Why bows the fide-box from its inmoft rows ? 
How vain are all thefe glories, all our pains, 
Urilefc good fenfe preferve what beauty gains : 
.That men may fay, when we. the frout-box grace, 
Behold the &rft in virtue, as in facc\ 
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Oh ! if to dance all night, and drefs all day, 
Charm'd the fm all -pox, or chas'd old-age away; 
Who would not (corn what houfewife's cares produce, 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of life? 
To patch, nay ogle, might become a Saint ; 
Nor could it, Aire, be fuch a fin to paint. 
But finer, alas ! frail beauty mud decay, 
Curl'd or uncurl'd, fince Locks wilj turn to gray ; 
Since painted, or not painted, all ihall fade, 
And (he who fcorns a man mult die a maid; 
What, then, remains, but well our pow'r to ufe, 
And keep good -humour ftill, whatever we lofe ? 
And truft me, Dear, good-humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and fcreams, andfcolding fail. 
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll ; 
Charms ftrike the fight, but merit wins the foul. 
So fpoke the Dame, but no applaufe enfu'd ; 
Belinda frown'd ; Thaleftris call'd her Prude. 
To arms, to arms ! the fierce Virago cries, 
-And, fwift as lightning, to the combat flies. 
All fide in parties, and begin th' attack ; 
Fans clap, filks ruflle, and tough whalebones crack ; 
Heroes and Heroines fhouts confus'dly rife, 
And bafe and treble voices ftrike the ikies. 
No common weapon in their hands are found ; 
Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 
So, when bold Homer makes the Gods engage, 
And heaVnly breafts with human paffions rage ; 
'Goinft Pallas, Mars ; Latona, Hermes arms ; 
And all Olympus rings with loud alarms : 
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love's thunder roars, heav'n trembles all around, 
Blue Neptune forms, the bellowing deeps refound : 
tarth (hakes her nodding tow'rs,the ground gives way, 
And the pale ghofts ftart at the flafh of day ! 

Triumphant Umbriel, on a fconce's height, 
CJapp'd his glad wings, and fate to view the fight: 
Propp'd on their bodkin fpears, the fprites furvey 
The growing combat, or aflift the fray. 

While thro* the prefs enrag'd Thaleftris flies, 
And fcatters. death around from both her eyes, 
A Beau and Witling peri(h'd in the throng, 
One dy'd in metaphor, and one in fong. 
,c cruel Nymph ! a living death I bear," 
C?ry'd Dapperwit, *nd funk befide his chair. 
A. mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards call, 
cc Thofe eyes are made fo killing"— was his lafU 
Thus on Meander's flow'ry margin lies 
Th' expiring Swan, and, as he fings, he dies. 
^Wien bojd Sir Plume had drawn Clarifla down, 
Chloe ftepp'd in, and killed him with a frown ; 
She fmil'd to fee' the doughty hero (lain, 
But, at her fmile, the Beau reviv'd again. 
Now Jove fufpends his golden fcales in air, 
"Weighs the men's wits againft the Lady's hair ; 
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to fide ; 
•At length the wits mount up, the hairs fubfide. 
See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 
With more than ufual lightning in her eyes : 
Nor fear'd the Chief th* unequal fight to try, 
Wlio fought no more than on his foe to dte. 
Vol. I. K Q ^ 
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But this bold Lord, with manly ftrength endu'd, 
She with one finger and a thumb fubdu'd : 
Juft where the breath of life his noftrils drew, 
A charge of Snuff the wily virgin threw ; 
The Gnomes direct, to evVy atom ju ft, 
The pungent grains of titillating duft. 
Sudden, with ilarting tears each eye o'erflows, 
And the high dome re-echoes to his nofe. 

Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry'd* 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide. 
(The fame, his ancient perfonage to deck, 
Her great-great-grandfire wore about his neck, 
In three feal-rings ; which, after melted down, 
Form'd a vaft buckle for his widow's gown : 
Her infant gran dame's whittle next it grew ; 
The bells fhe gingled, and the whittle blew ; 
Then in a bodkin grae'd her mother's hairs, 
Which long fhe wore, and now Belinda wears,} 

Boaft not my fall (he cry'd) infulting foe ! 
Thou by fome other (halt be laid as low. 
Nor think, to die deje&s my lofty mind : 
All that I dread is leaving you behind ! 
Rather than fo, ah let me ftill furvive 
And burn in Cupid's flames— but burn alive* 

Reftore the Lock ! (he cries ; and all around 
Reftore the Lock ! the vaulted roofs rebound. 
Not fierce Othello in fo loud a ftrain 
Roar'd for the handkerchief that caus'd his pain. 
But iee how 6ft ambitious aims are crofs'd, 
And chiefs contend till all the (rite U loft I 
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The Lack, obtained with guilt, and kept with pain* 
In ev'ry place is fought, but fought in vain : 
With fucha price no mortal muft be bleft ; 
So heav'n decrees ! with heav'n who can conteft f 
Some thought it mounted to the Lunar fphere # 
Since all things loft -on earth are treafur'd there* 
There hero's whs are kept in pond'rous vafes. 
And Beaux in fhuff-boxes and tweezer-cafcs. 
There broken tows, and death-bed alms are found, 1 
And lovers hearts with ends of ribband bound. 
The courtierV promifes, and fick man's pray'rs* 
The (hules of harlots, and the tears of heirs. 
Cages for knats, and chains to yoak a flea* 
£>ry'd butterflies, and tomes of cafuiftry. 

But trull the Mufe — fhe faw it upward rife, 
"Xho' mark'd by none but quick, poetic eyes : 
CSo Rome's great founder to the heav'ns withdrew^ 
*^To Proculus alone confefs'd in view) 
-A fudden Star, it ftiot thro 9 liquid air, 
•And drew behind a radiant tail of hair. 
^lNot Berenice's Locks firft rofe fo bright, 
*Xhe heav'ns befpangling with difhevel'd light. 
"The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies, 
WVnd, pleas'd, purfue its progrefs thro' the fkies. 

This the Beau-monde fhall from the Mall furveyj 
.And hail with mufic its propitious ray. 
This the bleft Lover fhall for Venus take, 
And (end up vows from Rofamonda's lake. 
This Partridge foon fhall view in cloudlefs ikies, 
When next he looks thro 9 Galilaeo' s eyes *, 
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And hence th' egregious wizard fhall foredoom 
The fate of Louis and the fall of Rome. 

Then ceafe, bright Nymph ! to mourn thy raviC 
hair, 
Which adds new glory to the mining fphere ! 
Not all the trefTes that fair head can boaft. 
Shall draw fuch envy as the Lock you loft. 
For, after all the murders of your eye, 
When, after millions /lain, yourfelf (hall die ; 
When thofe fair funs mail fet, as fet they muit, 
And all thofe trefles fhall be laid in dull, 
This Lock, the Mufe fhall confecrate to fame. 
And 'midft the ftars infcribe Belinda's name. 
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The HERMIT. 

+ his poem is held in juft efteera, the verification 
being chafte, and tolerably harmonious, and the 
ftory told with perfpicuity and conci&nefs. It 
feems to have coft great labour, both to Mr. 
Pope, and Parnell himfelf, to bring it to this 
perfection. It may not be amifs to obferve, that 
the fable is taken from one of Dr. Henry Moore*i 
Dialogues. 

FA R in a wild, unknown to public view. 
From youth to age a rev'rend Hermit grew ; 
The mofs nis bed, the cave his humble cell, 
His food the fruits, his drink the cryftal well : 
Remote from man,- with God he pafs'd the days, 
Pray'r all his bus'nefs, all his pleafure, praife. 
A life fo facred, fuch ferene repofe, 
Seem'd heav'n itfelf, till one fuggeftion rofe ; 
That vice mould triumph, virtue vice obey ; 
This fprung fome doubt of providence's fway : 
His hopes no more a certain profpedl boaft, 
And all the tenour of his foul is loft : 
So when a fmooth expanfe receives, impreft, 
Calm nature's image on its watry bread, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow. 
And ikies beneath with anfw'ring colouis ^lw : 
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But if a (lone the gentle Tea divide, 
Swift ruffling circles carl on ev'ry fide, 
And glimmering fragments of a broken fun, 
Banks, feas, and ikies, in thick diforder run. 

To clear this doubt, to know the world by fight* 
To find if books, or fwains, report it right ; 
(For yet by fwains alone the world he knew, 
Whofe feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew) 
He quits his cell p the Pilgrim-ftaff he bore, 
And fix'd the Scallop in his hat before ; 
Then with the fun a riling journey went, 
Sedate to think, and watching each event* 
The morn was wafted in the pathlefs grafs, 
And long and lonefome was the wild to pafs y 
But when the fouthern fun had warm'd the day, , 
A youth came polling o'er a cr oiling way i 
His rayment decent, his complexion fair, 
And foft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair. 
'Then, near approaching, Father, hail ! he cry'd* 
And hail, my Son, the rev'rend fire reply'd ; 
Words follow'd words, from queftion anfwer flow'd, 
And talk of various kind deceiv'd the road; 
Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part. 
While in their rage they differ, join in heart : 
Thus Hands an aged elm in ivy bound ; 
Thus youthful ivy clafps an elm around. 

Now, funk the fun ; the doling hpur of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with fober grey ; 
Nature in filence bid the world repofe ; 
When, near the road, a ftately palace rofe : 
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There, by the moon, thro 9 ranks of trees they pars, 
Wiiofe verdure crown'd their doping fides of graft* 
ft ch&nc'd the noble mailer of the dome, 
Still made his houfe the wand'ring Granger's home : 
Vet ftill the kindnefs, from*a thiril of praife, 
ftov'd the vain flourish of expensive eafe. 
The pair arrive : the livery'd fervants wait ; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate, 
The table groans with coftly piles of food, 
And all is more than hofpitably good. 
Then led to reft, the day's long toil they drown* 
Deep funk in fleep, and filk, and heaps of down* 
At length 'tis morn, and, at the dawn of day* 
Along the wide canals the Zephyrs play ; 
Frefh o'er the gay parterre the breezes creep, 
And make the neighb'ring wood to banifh flccp. 
Up rife the gueffo, obedient to the call : 
An early banquet deck'd the iplendid hall ; 
Rich, lufcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind mailer forc'd the guefts to tafle. 
Then, pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they go ; 
And, but the landlord, none had caufe of woe j 
His cup was vaniih'd ; for, in fecret guife, 
The younger gueft purloin'd the glitt'ring prized 
As one who fpies a ferpent in his way, 
Glift'ning and balking in the fummer ray, 
Diforder'd flops to fhun the danger near, 
Then walks with faintnefs on, and looks with fear; 
So feem'd the fire, when, far upon the road, « 
The mining fpoil his wily partner fhow'd. 
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He ftopp'd with filence; walk'dwith trembling hear 
And much he wifh'd, but durft not afk to part : 
Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard, 
That gen'rous actions meet a bafe reward. 

While thus they pafs, the fun his glory fhxouds,. 
The changing fkies hang out their fable clouds ; 
A found in air prefag'd approaching rain, 
And beaits to covert feud acrofs the plain. 
Warn'd by the figns the wand'ring pair retreat, 
To fcek for flieltcr at a neighb'ring feat. 
'Twas built with turrets, on a rifing ground, 
And flrong, and large, and unimprov'd around ; 
Its owner's temper tim'rous and (tvere, 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a defart there. 

As near the mifer's heavy doors they drew,' 
Fierce 1 ifing gufb with fudden fury blew ; 
The nimble lightning, mix'd with (how'rs, began. 
And o'er their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain 
Driv'n by the wind, and batter'd by the rain.- 
At length fome pity warm'd the matter's breaft, 
('Twas then his threfhold firft receiv'd a gueft) 
Slow, creaking, turns the door, with jealous care 
And half he welcomes in the fhiv'ring pair ; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervour thro* their limbs recalls : 
Bread of the coarfeft fort, with eager wine, 
{Each hardly granted) ferv'd them both to dine; 
And^ when the temped firit appear'd to ceafe, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 
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With ftill remark the pond'ring Hermit view'd, 
In one (6 rich, a life (o poor and rude ; 
And why fhould fuch, within himfclf he cry'd, 
Lock the loft wealth a tboufand want bcfide ? 
But what new marks of wonder foon took place 
In evVy fettling feature of his face ; 
When from his veft the young companion bore ] 
That cup, the gen'rous landlord own'd before, 
And paid, profufely, with the precious bowl, 
The ft in ted kindnefs of his churlifh foul. 
But now the clouds in airy tumult fly, 
The fun emerging opes an azure iky ; 
A frefher green the fmelling leaves difplay, 
And, glitt'ring as they tremble, chear the day : 
The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 
And the glad mailer bolts the wary gate. 

While hence they walk, the pilgrim's bofom 
wrought 
"With all the travail of uncertain thought; 
His partner's adls without their caufe appear; 
'Twas there a vice, and feem'd a madneis here : 
X>e telling that, and pitying this, he goes, 
Loft and confounded with the various fhows. 

Now night's dim ihades again involve the iky, 
Again the wand'rers want a place to lie, 
Again they fearch, and find a lodging nigh. 
The foil improv'd around, the maniion neat, 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great : 
It feem'd to fpeak its mailer's turn of mind, 
Coatent, and, not for praife, but virtue* kind. 
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Hither the walkers turn, with weary feet, 
Then blefs the manfion, and the matter greet t 
Their greeting fair, beftow'd with mod eft guife. 
The courteous mailer hears, and thus replies : 

Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 
To him who gives us all, I yield a part ; 
From him you come, for him accept it here, 
A frank and fober, more than coftly cheer. 
He fpoke, and bid the welcome table fpread, 
Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed, 
When the grave houfhold round his hall repair, 
Warned by a bell, and clofe the hours with pray'r. 

At length the world, renew'd by calm repofe, 
Was ftrong for toil, the dappled morn arofe ; 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept 
Near the clos'd cradle, where an infant llept, 
And writh'd his neck ; the landlord's little pride, 
O ftrange return ! grew black, and gafp'd, and dy'cL 
Horror of horrors ! what ! his only fon ! 
How look'd our hermit when the fad was done ; 
Not hell, tho' hell's black jaws in funder part, 
And breathe blue fire, could more aflault his heart* 

Confus'd, and (truck with filence at the deed, 
He flies, but, trembling, fails to fly with fpeed. 
H[is fteps the youth purfues : the country lay 
Perplex'd with roads, a fervant fh'owM the way $ 
A river crofs'd the path ; the paflage o'er 
Was nice to find ; the fervant rode before ; 
Jjong arms of oaks an open bridge fupply'd, 
JL\nd deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 
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The youth, who ieem'd to watch a time to fin, 
Approach'd the carelefs guide, and thruft him in 3 
Plunging, he falls, and, rifing, lifts his head, 
Then, flaihing, turns, and finks among the dead* 
Wild, iparkling iage, inflames tfce father's eyes, 
He burfts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 
Detefted wretch— -But fcarce his fpeech began, 
When the hrange partner feem'd no longer man : 
His youthful face grew more ferenely fweet ; 
His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet ; 
Fair rounds of radiant points invert his hair; 
CelefHal odours breathe thro' purpled air ; 
And wings, whofe colours glitter'd on the day, 
Wide at his back the gradual plumes difplay. 
The form etherial burfls upon his fight, 
And moves in all the majefty of light. 

Tho' loud, at firtit, the pilgrim's pafltori grew, 
Sudden he gaz'd, and wift not what to do ; 
•Surprize in fecret chains his words fufpends, 
And in a calm his fettling temper ends. 
But filence here the beauteous angel broke, 
{The voice of mafic ravifh'd as he (poke.) 

Thy pray'r, thy praife, thy life, to vice unknown, 
In fweet memorial rife before the throne : 
Thefe charms fuccefs in our bright region find, 
And force an Angel down, to calm thy mind! 
For this commifiion'd, I forfook the fky ; 
Nay, ceafe to kneel— -thy fellow-fervant I. 

Then know the truth of government divine. 
And let thefe fcruples be no longer thine* 
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The maker juftly claims that world he made ; 
In this the right of providence is laid ; 
Its facred majefty thro' all depends 
On ufing fecond means to work h's ends : 
'Tis thus, withdrawn in date from human eye, 
The Pow'r exerts his Attributes on high, 
Your actions ufes, nor controuls your will. 
And bids the doubting fons of men be ftill. 

What flrange events can ftrike with more furprize, 
Than thofe which lately ftruck thy wond'ring eyes* 
Yet, taught by thefe, confefs th* Almighty juft, 
And, where you can't unriddle, learn to truft ! 

The great, vain in an, who far'd on coftly food, 
Whofe life was too luxurious to be good ; 
Who made his ivory (lands with goblets fhine, 
And fore'd his guefts to morning draughts of wine, 
Has, with the cup, the gracelefs cuftom loft ; 
And ftill he welcomes, but with lefs of coft. 

The evean, fufpiciotfs wretch, whofe bolted door 
Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wand'ring poor ; 
With him I left the cup, to teach his mind, 
That heav'n can blefs, if mortals will be kind. 
Qonfcious of wanting worth, he view's the bowl, 
And feels cempaflion touch his grateful fouL 
Thus artifts melt the fullen oar of lead, 
With heaping coals of fire upon its head ; 
In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
>>And, loofe from drofs, the filver runs below. 

Loiig had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
But now the child h&lf-wcan'd his heart from God ; 
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(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 
And meafur'd back his fteps tcf earth again. 
To what excefies had his dotage run ? 
■But God, to fave the father, took the fon. 
To all but thee, in fits he feem'd to go, 
(And 'twas my miniftry to deal the blow) 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the duft, 
Now owns, in tears, the punifhment was juft. 

But now had all his fortune felt a wreck, 
Had that falfe fervant fped in fafety back ? 
This night his treafur'd heaps he meant to ileal ; 
And what a fund of charity would fail ! 

Thus* heav'n inilrucls thy mind : this trial o'er, 
Depart in peace, reiign, and fin no more. 

On founding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
The fage flood wond'ring as the feraph flew. 
Thus look'd Elifha, when, to mount on high, 
His mafter took the chariot of the iky ; 
The fiery pomp afcending, left the view ; 
The prophet gaz'd, and wifh'd to follow too. 

The bending hermit here a pray'r begun, 
" Lord ! as in Heav'n, on earth thy will be done." 
Then, gladly turning, fought his ancient place, 
And pafs'd a life of piety and peace. 
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IL PENSEROSO. 

I have heard a very judicious critic iky, that he had 
an higher idea of Milton's flile in poetry, from the 
two following poems, than from his Paradife 
Loft. It is certain the imagination (hewn in 
them is correct and ftrong. The introduction to 
both in irregular meafure is borrowed from the 
Italians, and hurts an Englifh ear. 

HENCE vain deluding joys, 
The brood of folly without father bred, 
How little you belled, 

Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys ? 
Dwell in fome idle brain, 

And fancies fond with gaudy fhapes polTefs, 

As thick and numberlefs 
As the gay motes that people the fun-beams, 
Or likeft hovering dreams, 
The fickle penfioners of Morpheus train. 
But hail thou Goddefs, fage and holy, 
Hail divineft Melancholy, 
Whofe faintly vifage is too bright 
Tb hit the fenfe of human fight, 
And, therefore, to our weaker view, 
O'er-laid with black, (laid wifdom's h\xe% 
Black, but fuch as in efteem 
Prince Menwon's lifter might tafeem, 
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Or that flarred Ethiop queen that drove 

To fet her beauties praife above 

The Sea- Nymphs, and their pow'rs offended : 

Yet thou art higher far defcended, 

Thee bright-hair'd Vefta long of yore 

To folitary Saturn bore ; 

His daughter fhe (in Saturn's reign. 

Such mixture was not held a ftain) 

Oft, in glimmering bow'rs and glades 

He met her, and in fecret (hades 

Of woody Ida's in moil grove, 

While yet there was no fear of Jove. 

Come penfive Nun, devout and pure, 

Sober/ ftedfaft,- and demure* 

All in a robe of darkefl grain, 

Flowing- with majeftic train, 

And fable flole of Cyprus lawn, 

Over thy decent flioulders drawn. 

Come, but keep thy wanted ilate, 

With even Hep and mufing gait, 

And looks commercing with the ikies, 

Thy rapt foul fitting* in thine eyes : 

There held in holy paflion (till, 

Forget thyfelf to marble, till 

With a fad leaden. downward caft 

Thou fix them on the earth as fail : 

And join with thee calm Peace, and Quiet, 

Spare Fail, that oft with Gods doth diet, 

And hears the Mu fes in a ring, 

Ay round about Jove's altar (irig : 
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And add to thefe retired Leifure, 
* tat in trim gardens takes his pleafure ; 
**ut firfb, and chiefefl, with thee bring, 
iiim. that yon foars on golden wing, 
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne* 
TJie cherub Contemplation ;■ 
And the mute fUcnce hilt along, 
'Lefs Philomel will deign a fong, 
In her fweetefl, faddeft plight, 
Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke 
Gently o'er th* accuftom'd oak ; 
Sweet bird, that fhunn'ft the noife of folly, 
Moil mu ileal, moft melancholy ! 
Thee, chauntrefs, oft, the woods among* 
I woo, to hear thy even-fong ; 
And, miffing thee, I walk unfeea 
On the dry fmooth-ihaven green, '. ' 

To behold the wand'ring moon, 
Riding near her higheft noon, 
Like one that had been led aftray 
Through the HeavVswide pathlefs way, 
And oft, as if her head me bow'd, 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 
Oft, on a plat of riling ground, 
I hear the far-off Curfew found, 
Over fome wide-water'd more, 
Swinging flow with fallen roar ; 
Or, if the air will not permit, 
Some flill removed place will fit, 

'WNBA 
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Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom,. 
Far from all refort of mirth, 
Save the cricket on the hearth,. 
Or the bellman's drowfy charm, 
To blefs the doors from nightly harm z. 
Or let my lamp, at midnight hour, 
Be feen in fome high lonely tow.'r, 
Where I may oft out-watch the Bear, 
With thrice great Hermes, or uniphere 
The fpirit of Plato, to unfold 
What worlds, or what vail regions, hold 
The irnmortarmind, that hath forfook . 
Her manfion in this flefhly nook : 
And of thofe demons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under-ground* 
Whofe power hath a true confent 
With planet, or with element* 
Sometime let gorgeous tragedy, 
Jn fcepter'd pall, come fweeping by* 
Prefenting Thebes, or Pelops line* 
Or the Tale of Troy divine, 
Or what (though rare) of later age 
Ennobled hath thy bufkin'd ftage. , 
But, O fad Virgin, that thy pow'r 
Might raife Mufaeus from his bower* 
Or bid the foul of Orpheus iing 
Such notes, as, warbled to the firing, 
Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek, 
And made Hell grant what love did«feek. 
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Or call up him that left half told 
The flory of Cambufcan bold* 
Of Camball, and of Algarfife, 

And who had Canace to wife, 

That own'd the virtuous ring and glafs* 

And of the wond'rous horfe of brafs, 

On which the Tartar king did ride ; 

And if ought elfe great bards befide 

In fage and folemn tones hare fung, 

Of tourneys and of trophies hung. 

Of forefts, and inchantments drear, 

Where more is meant than meets the ear, 

Thus, night, oft fee me in thy pale career* 

Till civil-fuited morn appear, 

Not trickt and fround as ihe was wont 

With the Attic boy to hunt, 

But, kercheft in a comely cloud, 

While rocking winds are piping loud* 

Or, ufher'd with a fhower ftill, 

When the guft hath blown its £11, 

Ending on the ruitling leaves, 

With minute drops from off the eaves.. 

And, when the fun begins to fling 

His flaring beams, .me, Goddefs, bring 

To arched walks of twilight groves, 

And fhadows brown, that Sylvan loves,. 

Of pine, or monumental oak, 

Where the rude ax, with heaved ftroke, 

Was never heard the nymphs to daunt, 

Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt. 
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There, in clofe covert, by fome brook, 

Where no profaner eye may look, 

Hide me from day's garifh eye, 

While the bee, with honey'd thigh, 

That at her flow'ry work doth fingy 

And the waters murmuring, 

With luch confort as they keep, 

Entice the devy feathered fleep ; 

Ar.d let fomc ftrange my fieri ous dream 

Wave at his wings, in aery ilream 

Of lively portraiture difplay'd, 

Softly on my eye- lids laid : 

And, as I wake, fweet mufic breathe 

Above, about, or underneath, 

Sent by fome Spirit to mortals good, 

Or th' unfeen Genius of the wood.. 

But let my due feet never fail 

To walk the fludious cloyfters pair, 

And love the high embowed roof, 

With antic pillars mafly proof, 

And floried windows richly dight, 

Calling a dim religious light. 

There let the pealing organ blow, 

To the full voie'd quire below, 

In fervice high, and anthems clear, 

As may, with fwcetnefs, through mine ear, 

Diflblvc me into txtaiiey, 

And bring all ifeav'n before mine eyes# 

And may, at lait, my weary age 

Find out the peaceful hermitage, 
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iry grown and moify cell, 
[ may fit, and rightly fpcll 
ry ftar that Heaven doth (hew, 
ery herb that fips the dew ; 
1 experience do attain 
Lething like prophetic (train, 
pleafures, Melancholy give,] 
with thee will choofe to live* 
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L'ALLEGRO. 

HENCE, loathed Melancholy, 
Of Cerberus and blacked Midnight boTit 
In Stygian cave forlorn, 

'Mongft horrid fhapes, and ihrieks, and fights 
holy, 
Find out fome uncouth cell, 

Where brooding darknefs fpreads his jealous wi: 
And the night raven fings ; 

There, under ebon (hades, and low-brow'd ro 
As ragged as thy locks, 

In dark Cimmerian defert ever dwell. 
But come, thou goddefs fair and free, 
In Heav'n yclep'd Euphrofine, 
And, by men, heart-eaiing Mirth, 
.Whom lovely Venus, at a birth, 
With two filter graces more, 
To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore ; 
Or whether (as fome fages fing) 
The frolic wind that breathes the Spring, 
Zephyr with Aurora playing, 
As he met her once a maying ; 
There, on bfcds of violets blue, 
And frefti blown rofes wafh'd in dew, 
Fill'd her with thee, a daughter fair, 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair, 

1 
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m SaHe thee, nymph, and bring with Ace 
m M, and youthful Jollity, 

■ Qoips, and Cranks, and wanton Wile*, 
j Nods, and Becks, -and wreathed Smiles, 

Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, 
And love to live in dimple fleck ; 
Sport, that wrinkled Care derides, 
-And Laughter, holding both his fides. 
"Come, and trip it as yon go, 
On the light fantaftic toe.; 
-And, in thy right hand, lead with thoe 
*The mountain nymph, fweet Liberty j 
-And, if I give, thee honour due, 
•Mrth, admit me of thy crew, 
To live with her, and live with thee, 
In unreproved pleafures free ; 
To hear the lark begin his flight, 
-And, finging, itarrie the dull night 
from his watch-tow'* in the flues. 
Till tne dappled dawn doth rife ; 
Then to come, in (phe of forrow, 
And, at my window, bid good morrow, 
Through the fweet- briar, or the vine, 
Or the twifted eglantine : 
"While the cock, with lively din, 
Scatters the rear of darknefs thin, 
And to the flack, or barn-door, 
Stoutly ftruts his dames before 4 
Oft lifl'ning how the hounds and horn 
Chearly xoufe the llumb'ring mora* 
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From the fide of fame hoar hilly 
Through the high wood echoing fhrill : 
Some time walking, not unfeen, 
By hedge row elms, on hillocks green, 
Right againft the eaflern gate, 
Where the great fun begins his irate, 
Rob'd in flames and amber light, 
The clouds in thoufand liveries dight, 
While the plowman, near at hand, 
Whittles o'er the furrow'd land, 

9 

And the milk-maid fingeth blithe, 

And the mower whets his fcythe, 

And every fhepherd tells his tale 

Under the hawthorn in the dale. 

Strait mine eye hath caught new pleafures 

Whilft the landfkip round it meafures, 

RufTet lawns, and fallows gray, 

Where the nibbling flocks do ftray. 
Mountains, on whofe barren breaft 

The laboring clouds do often reft ; 
Meadows, trim with dailies pied, 
Shallow brooks, and rivers wide. 
Towers and battlements it fees 
Bofom'd high in tufted trees* 
Where, perhaps, fome beauty lies. 
The Cynofure of neighboring eyes. 
Hard by a cottage chimney fmokes, 
From betwixt two aged oaks, 
Where Corydon and Thyriis, met, 
Are at their favory dinner fet, 
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Of herbs, and other country mefles, 
Which the neat handed Phillis drefles ; , 

4nd then, in hafte, her bow'r fhe leaves, 
With Theftylis to bind the (heaves ; 
Or, if the earlier feafon lead, 
To the tann'd haycock in the mead. 
Sometimes, with fecure delight, 
The upland hamlets will invite, 
^hen the merry bells ring round, 
-Aod the jocund rebecs found 
T*o many a youth, and many a maid, 
ancing in the chequer'd made ; 
iid young and pld come forth to play 
n a fun -mine holy-day, 
ill the live-long day-light fail ; 
hen to the fpicy nut-brown ale, 
^V"ith (lories told of many a feat, 
^""iow fairy Mab the junkets eat, 
S lie was pincht and pull'd, fhe faid, 
-A.nd he by fryar's lanthorn led ; 
'ells how the drudging goblin fwet 
earn his cream-bowl duly fet, 
^^hen in one night, ere glimpfe of morn, 
^iis ihadowy flale had thralh'd the corn 
* hat ten day-lab'rers could not end ; 
Then lies him down the lubbard fiend, 
-And ftretch'd out all the chimney's length, 
Balks at the fire his hairy ftrength, 
And, crop-full, out of doors he flings, 
I Ere the firft cock his matin rings. 
) Vol.1. D Tvvi\ 
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Thus done the taks, to bed they creep, 

By whifp'ring winds Toon lull'd afleep. 

Towered cities pleafe us then, 

And the bufy hum of men. 

Where throngs of knights and barons bol 

In weeds of peace, high triumphs hold, 

With ftore of ladies, whofe bright eyes. 

Rain influence, and judge the prize 

Of wit, or arms, while both contend 

To win her grace, whom all commend. 

There let Hymen oft appear 

In faffron robe, with taper clear, 

And pomp, and feaft, and revelry, 

With mafic, and antique pageantry, 

Such fights as youthful poets dream 

On fummer eves, by haunted dream. 

Then to the well- trod ft age anon, 

If Johnfon's learned fock be on, 

Or fweeteft Shakefpear, Fancy's child, 

Warble his native wood- notes wild. 

And ever, againft eating cares, 

Lap me in foft Lydian airs, 

Married to immortal verfe, 

Such as the meeting foul may pierce, 

In notes with many a winding bout 

Of linked fweetnefs, long drawn out, 

With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 

The melting voice through mazes running, 

Untwifting all the chains that rye 

The hidden foul of harmony ; 
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fhat Orpheus felf may heave his head 
£rom golden (lumber on a bed 
Of heapt Elyfian flow'rs, and hear 
Such {trains as would have won the ear 

Of Pluto, to have quite fet free 

His half regain'd Eurydice. 

Thefe delights if thou can'il give, 

Mirth, with thee I mean to live. 
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A N E L E G Y, 

Written in a Country Church Yard. 

*Jiis is a very fine poem, but overloaded with epi- 
thet. The heroic meafure with alternate rhime is 
*oy properly adapted to the folemnity of the fub- 
jefi, as it is the flowed movement that our language 
admits of. The latter part of the poem is pa* 
thetic and interefting. 

jT^HE Curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 

^ The lowing herd winds flowly o'er the lea, 

*te plowman homeward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the world to darknefs and to me. 
^°w fades the glimmering landfcape on the fight, 

And all the air a folemn ftillnefs holds, 
^ a v e where the beetle wheels his dxony flight, 

And droufy tinklings lull the dillant folds ; 
^*ve that, from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, 

The moping owl does to the Moon complain 
^f fuch, as, wand'ring near her fecret bow'r, 

Moleft her ancient, folitary reign, 
beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-trees fhade, 

Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap f 
*£ach in his narrow cell for ever laid, 

The rude forefathers of the hamitt flee^ 

D 3 tVa 
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Yet ev'n thefe bones from in fait to protect, 

Some frail memorial ftill erected nigh. 
With uncouth rhimes and fhapclefs fculpture decjc'4 

Implores the pa fling tribute of a figh. 
Their naire, iheir years, fpelt by th* unlettered mu£, 

The place of fame and elegy fupply : 
And many a holy text around (he ftrews, 

That teach the ruftic m oral i ft to dye. 
For who, to dumb forgetfulnefs a prey, 

This pleafing anxious being e'er refign'd, 
Left the warm precin&s of the chearful day, 

Nor call one longing, ling'ring, look behind ? 
On fomc fond bread the parting foul relies, 

Some pious drops the clofing eye requires : 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 

Ev'n in our afhes live their wonted fires. 
For thee, who, mindful of th' unhonour'd dead, 

Doll in thefe lines their artlefs tale relate ; 
Jf, chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 

Some kindred fpirit fhall inquire thy fate, 
Haply fome hoary-headed fwain may fay, 

" Oft have we feen him, at the peep of dawn, 
Brufliing, with hafly fteps, the dews away, 

To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 
There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 

That wriths its old fantaflic roots fo high, 
His liftlefs length at noon-tide would he itretch, 

And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 
Hard by yon wood, now fmiling, as in fcorn, 

Mutt'ring his wayward fancies, he wou'd rove ; 
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How drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
. Or craz'd with care, or croiVd in hopelefs love. 
One morn I mifs'd him on the 'cullom'd hill, 

Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree ; 
Another came ; nor yet befide the rill, 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 
The next, with dirges due, in fad array, 

Slow thro* the church-yard path we faw him borne, 
approach and read (for thou can'ft read) the lay, 

Grav'd on the flone beneath yon aged thorn. " 

THE EPITAPH. 

"ere refts his head upon the lap of earth,, 

A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown ; 
^air Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 

And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 
^•arge was his bounty, and his foul fincere, 

Heav'n did a recom pence as largely fend : 
*Je gave to mis'ry all he had, a tear ; 

He gain'd fromHeav'n ('twas all he wifh'd) a friend* 
Wo farther feek his merits to difclofe, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repofe) 

The bofom of his Father and his God* 
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[LONDON. 

In Imitation of the Third Satire of 

Juvenal. 

This poem of Mr. Johnfon's is the beft imitation of 
the original that has appeared in our language, 
Being poffefled of all the force and fatyrical re- 
iefltment of Juvenal. Imitation gives us a much 
truer idea of the ancients than even tranilatic a 
could do. 

TH O' grief and fondnefs in my bread rebel, 
When injur'd Thales bids the town farewcl, 
Yet ilill my calmer thoughts his choice commend, 
1 praife the hermit, but regret the friend ; 
Who now refolves, from vice and London far, 
To breathe in diftant fields a purer air, 
And, fix'd on Cambria's folitary fhore, 
Give to St. David one true Briton more. 
for who wou'd Jeave, unbrib'd, Hibernia's land, 
Or change the rocks of Scotland for the Strand ? 
There none are fwept by fudden fate away, 
But all, whom hunger fpares, with age decay : 
Here malice, rapine, accident, confpire ; 
And now a rabble rages, now a fire : 
Their ambufti here relentlefs ruffians lay, 
And here the fell attorney prowls for prey : 

D 6 Hsx* 
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Here falling houfes thunder on your head, 
And here a female atheifl talks you dead. 

While T hales waits the wherry that contains 
Of dii'ipatcd wealth the fmall remains, 
On TLames'9 bank in filent thought we flood, 
Where Greenwich fmiles upon the filver flood. 
Struck with the feat that gave Eliza birth, 
We kneel, and kifs the confecrated earth ; 
In pleafing dreams the blifsful age renew, 
And call Britannia's glories back to view; 
Behold her crofs triumphant en the main, 
The guard of corrrr.erce and the dread of Spain, 
Ere mafqucrades debauch'd, excife opprefs'd, 
Or Englifli honour grew a (landing jell. 

A tran ii en t calm the ha^py fcenes beflow, 
And, for a moment, lull the fenfe of woe. 
At length awaking with contemptuous frown, 
Indignant Thales eyes the neighboring town. 

Since worth, he cries, in thefe degen'rate dayj 
Wants e'en the cheap reward of empty praife ; 
In thofe curil walls, devote to vice and gain, 
Since unrewarded fcience toils in vain ; 
Since hope but fooths to double my diflrefs, 
And ev'ry moment leaves my little lefs ; 
While yet my fleady fops no flafF fuflalns, 
And life flill vig'rous revels in my veins ; 
Grant me, kind heaven, to find fome happier pla 
Where honefly and fenfe are no difgrace ; 
Some pleafing bank, where verdant ofiers play, 
Some peaceful vale, with nature's painting gay ; 
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Where once the harrafs'd Briton found repofe, 
^nd fafe, in poverty, defy'd his foes : 
Some fecret cell, ye pow'rs indulgent, give: 
**t ■ — . live here ; for - has learn'd to live. 
Here let thofe reign, whom penfions can incite 
To vote a patriot black, a courtier white ; 
Explain their country's dear-bought rights away, 
-And plead for pirates in the face of day ; 
With (lavifli tenets taint our poinfon'd youth, 
-And lend a lye the confidence of truth. 

Let fuch raife palaces, and manors buy, 
Collect a tax, or farm a lottery, 
With warbling eunuchs fill a licens'd (lage, 
And lull to fervitude a thoughtlefs age. 

Heroes proceed ! what bounds your pride (hall hold ? 
"What check reftrain ycur thirft of pow'r and gold ? 
Behold rebellious virtue quite overthrown, 
Behold our fame, our wealth, our lives your own. 
To fuch, a groaning nation's fpoils are giv'n, 
"When public crimes inflame the wrath of heav'n : 
But what, my friend, what hope remains for me, 
Who ftart at theft, and blufh at perjury ? 
Who fcarce forbear, tho' Britain's court he fing, 
To pluck a titled poet's borrowed wing ; 
A ilatefman'9 logic unconvinced can hear, 
And dare to (lumber o'er the Gazetteer ; 
Dejpife a fool in half his penfion drefs'd, 

And drive in vain to laugh at H y's jeft. 

Others with fofter fmiles, and fubtlcr art, 
Can fap the principles, or taint the heart ; 
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With more addrefs a lover's note convey, 

Or bribe a virgin's innocence away. 

Well may they rife, while I, whofe ruftic tongue 

Ne'er knew to puzzle right, or varnifli wrong, 

Spurn'd as a beggar, dreaded as a fpy, 

Live unregarded, unlamented die. 

For what but focial guilt the friend endears? 
Who (hares Orgilio's crimes, his fortune (hares : 
But thou, (hould tempting villainy prefent, 
All Marlb'rough hoarded, or all Villiers (pent, 
Turn from the glitt'ring bribe thy fcornful eye, 
Nor fell for gold, what gold could never buy, 
The peaceful (lumber, felf- approving day, 
Unfullied fame, and conference ever gay. 

The cheated nation *6 happy fav'rites fee ; 
Mark whom the great carefs, who frown on me. 
London ! the needy villain's gen'ral home, 
The common fewer of Paris and of Rome, 
With eager third, by folly or by fate, 
Sucks in the dregs of each corrupted (late; 
Forgive my tranfports on a theme like this ; 
I cannot bear a French metropolis. 

Uluftrious Edward ! from the realms of day 
The land of heroes and of faints furvey ; 
Nor hope the Britifh lineaments to trace, 
The ruftic grandeur, or the furly grace, 
But, loft in thoughtleft cafe, and empty (how, 
Behold the warrior dwindled to a beau ; 
Senfe, freedom, piety, refin'd away, 
Of France the mimic, and of Spain the prey. 
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All that at home no more can beg or ileal, 

Q* like a gibbet better than a wheel ; 
Hifs'd from the ftage, or hooted from the court, 
^heir air, their drefs, their politics import ; 
Obfequious, artful, voluble, and gay, 
^n Britain's fond credulity they prey. 
^o gainful trade their induflry can 'fcape, 
r*hey fing, they dance, clean flioes, or cure a clap ; 
^11 fciences a fating Monfieur knows, 
A.nd bid him go to hell, to hell he goes. 

Ah ! what avails it, that, from flav'ry far, 
t % drew the breath of life in Englifh air; 
Was early taught a Briton's right to prize, 
-And lifp the tales of Henry's vi&ories ; 
If the gull'd conqueror receives the chain, 
-And flattery fubdues when arms are vain ? 

Studious to pleafe, and ready to fubrait, 
*Hie fupple Gaul was born a parafite : 
Still to his int'reft true, where-e'er he goes, 
»^it, bravery, worth, his lavlfli tongue bellows ; 
In ev'ry face a thoufand graces fhine, 
^rom cv 9 ry tongue flows harmony divine* 
*hefe arts in vain our rugged natives try, <% 

Strain out with fault'ring diffidence a lye, I 

\nd gain a kick for aukward flattery. 3 

Befides, with jufl ice this difcerning age. 
Admires their wond'rous talents for the ftage : 
Well may they venture oh the mimic's art, 
VVho play from morn to night a borrowed part ; 
Prattis'd their mailer's notions to embrace, 
Repeat his maxims, and refled his face \ 



64 THE BEAUTIES OF 

With ev'ry wild abfurdity comply, 
And view each obje£l with another's eye ; 
To ihake with laughter ere the jeft they hear, 
To pour, at will, the counterfeited tear, 
And, as their patron hints the cold or heat, 
To (hake in Dog-days, in December fweat. 
How, when competitors like thefe contend, 
Can furly virtue hope to fix a friend ? 
Slaves, that with ferious impudence beguile, 
And lye without a blufh, without a fmile ; 
Exalt each trifle, ev'ry vice adore, 
Your talte in fnuff, your judgment in a whore; 
Can Balbo's eloquence applaud, and fwear 
He gropes his breeches with a monarch's air. 

For arts like thefe preferr'd, admir'd, carefs'd, 
They firil invade your table, then your breaft ; 
Explore your fecrets with infidious art, 
Watch the weak hour, and ranfack all the heart ; 
Then foon your ill-plac'd confidence repay, 
Commence your lords, and govern or betray. 

By numbers, here, from fhame or cenfuxe free, 
All crimes are fefe, but hated poverty. 
This, only this, the rigid law purfues ; 
This, only this, provokes the fnarling mufe. 
The fober trader, at a tatter'd cloak, 
Wakes from his dieam, and labours for a joke; 
With briiker air the filken courtiers gaze, 
And turn the varied taunt a thoufand ways. 
Of all the griefs that harrais the diiircfs'd, 
.Sure the raoft bitter is a fcornful jeft ; 



ENGLISH POESY. 6$ 

ever wounds more deep the gen'rous heart, 
when a blockhead's infult points the dart, 
[eaven referv'd, in pity to the poor, 
thlefs wafte or undifcover'd more ? 
:ret ifland in the boundlefs main ? 
aceful defart yet unclaim'd by Spain f 
let us rife, the happy (eats explore, 
ear opprefiion's infolence no more. 
s mournful truth is ev'ry where confefs'd, 

RISES WORTH, BY POVERTY DEPRESSED : 

:rc more (low, where all are flaves to gold, 
: looks are merchandife, and fmiles are fold ; 
;, won by bribes, by flatteries implor'd, 
room retails the favours of his lord, 
irk, th' affrighted crowd's tumultuous cries 
irough the ftreets and thunder to the fkies ; 
from fome pleafing dream of wealth and power, 
pompous palace or fome blifsful bow'r, 
you ftart, and fcarce with aching fight 
i th' approaching fire's tremendous light $ 
Vom purfuing horrors take your way, 
ave your little All to flames a prey ; 
thro' the world a wretched vagrant roam ; 
uere can ilarving merit find a home ? 
i your mournful narrative difclofe, 
all neglecl, and moffc infult your woes. 
Heaven's juft bolts Orgilio's wealth confound, 
>read his flaming palace on the ground, 
>'er the land the difmal rumour flies, 
ablic mournings pacify the fkies ; 
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The laureate tribe in fervile verfe relate, 
How virtue wars with perfecuting fate ; 
With well-feign'd gratitude the pcniiott'd band 
Refund the plunder of the beggar'd land. 
See ! while he builds, the gaudy vaffals come, 
And crowd with fuddcn wealth the riling dome; 
The price of boroughs and of fouls reftore ; 
And raife his treafures higher than before. 
Now blefs'd with all the baubles of the great, 
The poliih'd marble, and the ihining plate, 
Orgilio fees the golden pile aipire, 
And hopes from angry Heav'n another fire. 
Could'ft thou refign the park and play, content, 
For the fair banks of Severn or of Trent ; 
There might' it thou find fonie elegant retreat, 
Some hireling fenator's deferted feat L 
And ftretch thy profpe&s o'er the failing land, 
For lefs than rent the dungeons of the Strand ; 
There prune thy walks, fupport thy drooping fiow'r 
Direct thy rivulets, and twine thy bow'rs ; 
And, while thy beds a cheap repaft afford, 
Defpife the dainties of a venal lord. 
There ev'ry buih with nature's murk rings, 
There ev'ry breeze bears health upon its wings ; 
On all thy hours fecurity fhall fmile, 
And blefs thy evening walk and morning toil. 

Prepare for death if here at night you roam, 
And fign your will before you fup from home. 

Some fiery fop, with new commiflion vain, 
Who fleeps on brambles till he kills his man ; 
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me frolic drunkard, reeling from a feaft, 
'rovofces a broil; and ftabs yoa for a jell. 
Yet e'en thefe heroes, mifchievoufly gay, 
Lords of the fbeec, and terrors of the way ; 
Flufli'd as they are with folly, youth and wine r j 
Their prudent infolts to the poor confine ; 
Afar they mark the flambeau's bright approach r 
And fhun the Alining train, and golden coach. 

In vain thefe dangers paft, your doors you clofe, 
And hope- the balmy bleflings of repofe : 
Cruel with guilt, and daring with defpair, 
"The midnight murd'rer burfts the faithlefs bar ; 
Invades the facred hour of filent reft, 
-And plants, unfeen, a dagger in your bread. 
Scarce can our fields, fuch crowds at Tyburn die* 
, With, hemp the gallows and the fleet fupply. 
fcopofe your fchemes, ye fenatorian band, 
Whofe ways and means fupport the finking land * 
Left ropes be wanting in the tempting fpring, 
To rig another convoy for the k— g. 

A iingle jail, in Alfred's golden reign, 
Could half the nation's criminals contain ; 
Fairjuftice, then, without conftraint ador'd, 
Held high the Heady fcale, but deep'd the fword i 
No fpies were paid, no fpecial juries known ; 
Bleft age ! but ah 1 how difPrent from our own ! 

Much could I add, but fee the boat at hand, 
The tide, retiring, calls me from the land : 
Farewell— When youth, and health, and fortune 

fpent, 
Thou By'tk for refuge to the Wilds of TLwUt v 
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And tir'd, like me, with follies and with crimes 
In angry numbers warn* ft fucceeding times ; ' 
Then (hall thy friend ; nor thou refufe his aid, 
Still foe to vice, forfake his Cambrian fhade ; 
In virtue's caufe once more exert his rage, 
Thy fatire point, and animate thy page. 



i 
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The SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 

In Imitation of Spencer. 

'This poem is one of thofe happinefles in which a 
poet excels himfelf, as there is nothing in all 
Shenftone which any way approaches it in merit ; 
and, though I diflike the imitations of our old 
Englilh poets in general, yet, on this minute 
fnbjecl, the antiquity of the ftyle produces a very 
ludicrous folemnity. 

AH me ! full forely is my heart forlorn, 
To think how modeft worth neglected lies ; 
While partial Fame doth with her blafts adorn 
Such deeds alone as pride and pomp difguife ; 
Deeds of ill fort, and mifchievous emprize : 
Lend me thy clarion, goddefs ! let me try 
To found the praife of merit, ere it dies ! 
Such as I oft have chaunced to efpy, 
Loft in the dreary (hades of dull obfcurity. 

In ev'ry village mark'd with little fpire, 
Embower'd in trees, 'and hardly known to fame, 
There dwells, in lowly flied, and mean attire, 
A matron old, whom we fchool-miftrefs name ; 
Who boafls unruly brats with birch to tame ;- 
They grieven fore, in piteous durance pent, 
. Aw'd by the pow'r of this relcntlefs dame ; 
And oft-times on vagaries idly bent, 
For unkempt hair, or tafk unconn'djareford^ ft\wu 
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And all in fight doth rife a birchen tree, 
Which Learning near her little dome did ftowe; 

[ "Whilom a twig of fmall regard to fee, 
Tho' now (b wide its waving branches flow ; 
And work the fimple vafTals mickle woe ; 

[ Por not a wind might curl the leaves that blew, 
•But their limbs fhudder'd, and their ptflfcbeat low* 
And, as they look'd, they found their horror greM^ 

And fhap'd it into rods, and tingled at -the view. 

So have I fcen (who has not, may conceive) 
A lifelefs phantom near a garden plac'd ; 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 
Of fport, of fong, of pleafurc, ofrepaft; 
They ftart, they dare, they wheel, they look aghaft -i 
Sad fervitude ! fuch comfortkfs annoy 
May no bold Briton's riper age e'er tafle ! 
Ne fuperftition clog his dance of joy, 
Ne vifion empty, vain, his native blifs deftroy. 

Near to this dome is found a patch fo green, 
On which the tribe their gambols do difplay ; 
And at the door impris'nifig bo&rd is teen, 
Left weakly wights of fmaller fize mould ftray ; 
Eager, perdie, to bade of funny day ! 
The noi&s intermixed, which hence refound, 
Do learning's little tenement betray : 
Where fits the dame, difguis'd in look profound, 
And eyes her fairy throng, and turns her wheel around. 
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Her cap, far whiter than the driven fnow, 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield : 
Her apron dy*d in grain, as bine, I trowe. 
As is the hare-bell that adorns the field : 
And in her hand, for fceptre, (he does wield 
Tway birchen (prays ; with anxidus fear entwin'd, 
With dark diftrult, and fad repentance fill'd ; 
And ftedfaft hate, and iharp afflidion join'd 9 
And fnry uncontroul'd, and chaftifement unkind. 

Pew but have keri'd, infemblance meet pourtray'd, 
The childifh faces of old Eol's train ; 
Libs, Notus, Aufter : thefe in frowns array'd, 
How then would fare ox earth, or fky, or main, 
Were the Hem god to give his ilaves the rein ? 
And were not (he rebellions breads to qnell, 
And were not (he her (latates to maintain, 
The cot no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell, 
^here comely peace of mind, and decent order dwell. 

A reflet fto'le was t>*er her fhoulders thrown ; 
A ruflet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air ; 
'Twas (imple ruflet, but it was her own ; 
'Twas her own coantry bred the flock fo fair ; 
'Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare ; 
And, footh to fay, her pupils, rang'd around, 
Thro* pious awe, did term it palling rare; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound, 
And think, no doubt, (he been the greatefl wight on 
ground. 



72 THE BEAUTIES OF 

Albeit ne flatt'ry did corrupt her troth, 
Ne pompous title did debauch her ear ; 
Goody, good-woman, goflip, n'aunt, forfootk, 
Or dame, the fole additions (he did hear ; 
Yet thefe (he challenged, thefe (he held right dear: 
Ne wou'd eftecm him alt as m ought behove, 
Who fhould not honour'd eld with thefe revere: 
For never title yet (o mean could prove, 
But there was eke a mind which did ihat title love. 

One ancient hen (he took delight to feed, 
The plodding pattern of the bufy dame ; 
Which, ever and anon, impell'd by need, 
Into her fchool, begirt with chickens, came; 
Such favour did her pad deportment claim ; 
And, if neglect had lavifti'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, (he would colled the fame ; 
For well (he knew, and quaintly cou'd expound, 
What (in it were to wade the fmallefl crumb (he found* 

Herbs too (he knew, and well of each could fpeak 
That in her garden fipp'd the (ilv'ry dew ; 
Where no vain flow'r difclos'd a gaudy ftreak ; 
But herbs for ufe, and phyfic, not a few, 
Of grey renown, within thofe borders grew : 
The tufted bafil, pun-provoking thyme, 
Fre(h baum, and mary-gold of chearful hue ; 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb ; 
Ln <l more I fain would fing, difdaining here to rhime. 



Yet 
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fet euphrafy may not be left unfang, 
^iat gives dim eye$ to wander leagues around ; 
tad pungent radtfh, biting infant's tongue ; 
tad plantain ribb'd, that heals the reaper's wound ; 
Vnd marj'ram fweet* in fhepherd'a pofie found ; 
tad lavender, whofe fpikes, of azure bloom, 
•ball be, ere-while, in arid bundles bound, 
'0 lurk amidft the labours of her loom, 
1 crown her kerchiefs clean, with micklc rare 

[perfume* 
Vnd here trim rofmarine, that whilom crown'd 
rhe daintieft garden of the proudeft peer ; 
ire, driven from its envied fite, it found 
I facred (helter for its branches here ; 
Vherc, edg*d with gold, its glittering flcirts appear^ 
) wa/Tel days! O cuftoms meet and well I 
•re this was banifh'd from its lofty fpere : 
Simplicity then fought this humble cell, 
' ever would (he more with Thane and lordftff- 

[dwe!;. 
fere oft the dame, on fabbath's decent eve, 
fymned fuch pfalms as Sternhold forth did mete ; 
winter 'twere, me to her hearth did cleave ; 
tit in her garden found a fummer feat : 
veet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
ow Israel's fons, beneath a foreign king, 
r hile taunting foe-men did a fong intreat, 
11, for the nonce, untuning ev'ry firing, 
lung their ufelefs lyres— fmall heart had they to 

ting* 
LI. E 'Sot 
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For fhe was juft, and friend to virtuous lore, 
And pafs'd much time in truly virtuous deed; 
And, in thofe elfins' ears, would oft deplore 
The times, when troth by popifti rage did bleed { 
And tortious death was true devotion's meed; 
And fimple faith in iron chains did mourn, 
That nould on wooden image place her creed £ 
And lawny faints in fmould'ring flames did burn*. 

Ah ! dearefl Lord, forefend, thilk days would e^'eff 

[reta **« 
In elbow chair, like that of Scottifti ftem 
By the (harp tooth of cank'ring eld defae'd. 
In which, when he receives his diadem, 
Our fovercign prince and liefeft liege is plac'd^ 
The matron fate ; and fome with rank fhe grac*«4 
(The fource of children's and of courtier's pride; !) 
Redrefs'd affronts, for vile affronts there pafs'd * 
And warn'd them not the fretful to deride, 

But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 

Right well lhe knew each temper to defcry ; 
To thwart the proud, and the fubmifs to raife ; 
Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 
And fome entice with pittance fmall of praife ; 
And other fome with baleful iprig fhe 'frays : 
Ev'n abfent, fhe the reins of pow'r doth hold, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd fhe fways ; 
Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 
J Twill whifper in her ear, and all the fcene unfold. 
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to now with ftate (he utters the command ! 

Woods the urchins to their talks repair ; 

Their books, of ftature fmall, they take in hand. 

tiThich with pellucid horn fecured are ; 

To fave, from finger wet, the letters fair : 
The work To gay, that on their back b feen 9 
St. George's high atchierements does declare ; 
On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 
the forth-coming rod, unpleafing fight, I ween ! 



-Ah lacklefs he, and born beneath the beam 

Of evil ftar! it irks me whilft I write! 

As erft the bard by Mulla's filver ftream, 

Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 

Sigh'd as he fung, and did in tears indite. 

For, hrandiihing the rod, (he doth begin 

To loofe the brogues, the (iripling's late delight ! 

And down they drop ; appears his dainty (kin, 

Fair as the furry coat of whitcft ermilin. 

ruthful fcene ! when, from a nook obfeure, 
His little (ifter doth his peril fee : 
All playful as (he fate, (he grows demure ; 
She finds full foon her wonted fpirits flee ; 
She meditates a pray'r to fet him free : 
Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 
(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
To her fad grief that fwells in either eye, 
id wrings her fo that all for pity (he could die. 
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Nor longer can (he now her (hrieks command 
And hardly (he forbears, thro 9 aweful fear, 
To ruflien forth, and, with prefumptuous haj 
To (lay harm juftice in its mid career. 
On thee (he calls, on thee her parent dear ! 
(Ah ! too remote to ward the (hameful blow!) 
She fees no kind domeftic vifage near, 
And foon a flood of tears begins to flow ; 
And gives a loofe, at laft, to unavailing woe. 

But ah ! what pen his piteous plight may trao 
Or what device his loud laments explain ? 
The form uncouth of his difguifed face ? 
The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ? 
The plenteous (how'r that does his cheek difla 
When he, in abje& wife, implores the dame, 
Ne hopeth aught of fweet reprieve to gain ; 
Or when from high (he levels well her aim, 

And, thro' the thatch, his cries each falling ftr< 

[proclai 
The other tribe, aghaft, with fore difmay, 
Attend, and conn their talks with mickle care 
By turns, aftony'd, every twig furvey, 
And, from their fellow's hateful wounds, bewail 
Knowing, I wift, how each the fame may (hare 
'Till fear has taught them a performance meet. 
And to the well-known cheft the dame repair ; 
•Whence oft with fugar'd cates (he doth 'em gr£ 

And gingerbread y-rarej now, certe, doubly fweet 
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See to their feats they hye with merry glee, 
And in befeemly order fitten there ; 
All but the wight of bum y-galled, he 
Abhorreth bench, and (tool, and fourm, and chair ; 
(This hand in mouth y-fix'd, that rends his hair ;) 
And eke with fnubs profound, and heaving breaft* 
Convulfions intermitting ! does declare 
His grievous wrong ; his dame's unjufl beheft ; 
^d {corns her offend love, andfhuns to be carefs'd. 

His face befprent with liquid cryflal mines, 
His blooming face, that feems a purple llow'r, 
Which low to earth its drooping head declines, 
All fmear'd and fully'd by a vernal (how'r. 
O the hard bofoms of defpotic pow'r ! 
All, all, but me, the author Of his fhame, 
AH, all, but {he, regret this mournful hour : 
1 Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow'r, {hall 

claim, 
If fo I deem aright, tranfeending worth and fame. 

1 Behind fome door, in melancholy thought, 
Mindlefs of food, he, dreary caitif, pines; 
Ne for his fellow's joyaunce careth aught, 
But to the wind all merriment refigns, 
And deems it fhame, if he to peace inclines 9 
And many a fallen look afcance is fent, 
Which for his dame's annoyance he defigns ; 
• And ftill the more to pleafure him {he's bent, 
The more doth he, perverfe, her haviout pa&TeCent. 

E 3 K> 
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Ah me ! how much I fear left pride it be ! 
But if that pride it be, which thus infpires, 
Beware ye dames/ with nice difcernment fee 
Ye quench not too the fparks of nobler fires : 
Ah ! better far than all the mufes' lyres, 
All coward arts, is valour's gen'rous heat ; 
The firm fixt bread which fit and right requires, 
Like Vernon's patriot foul, more juHly great 
Than craft that pimps for ill, or flow'ry falfe deceit 

Yet nurs'd with fkill, what dazling fruits appear! 
Ev'j\ now fagacious foreiight points to fhow 
A little bench of heedlefs bifhops here, 
And there a chancellor in embryo, 
Or bard fublime, if bard may e'er be fo, 
As Milton, Shakefpear, names that ne'er flialldiei 
Tho' now he crawl along the ground fo low, 
Nor weeting how the mufe ihou'd foar on high, 
Wifheth, poor ftarv'ling df\ hrs paper-kite mayfly. 

And this, perhaps, who, cens'ring the defign, 
Low lays the houfe which that of cards doth build, 
Shall Dennis be ! if rigid fates incline, 
And many an epic to his rage (hall yield ; 
And many a poet quit th' Aonian field ; 
And, four'd by age, profound he (hall appear. 
As he who now with 'fdainful fury thrill'd 
Surveys mine work ; and levels many a fneer, 
And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, " What fluff 
is here V* 
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But now Dan Phoebus gains the middle fkle, 
And liberty unbars her prifon-door, 
And, like a rufhing torrent, out they fly ; 
And now the grafly cirque han cover'd o'er 
With boifl'rous revel-rout and wild uproar ; 
A thou fan d ways in wanton rings they run, 
Heav'n fhield their fhort-liv'd paftimes, I implore I 
For well may freedom, erfl fo dearly won, 
Appear to Britiib elf more gladfome than the fun* 

Enjoy, poor imps I enjoy your fportive trade ; 
And chafe gay flies, and^ull the faireit ilow'rs, 
For, when my bones in grafs-green fods are laid j 
For never may ye tafle more carelefs hours 
In nightly cailles, or in lad.es bow'rs. 
O .vain to feek delight in earthly thing 1 
But moft in courts, where proud ambition tow'rs! 
Deluded wight ! who weens fair peace can fpring 
Beneath the pompous dome of kefar or of king. 

See in each fprite fome various bent appear ! 
Thefe rudely carol moil incondite lay-; 
Thofe fauntering on the green, with jocund leer 
Salute the ilranger pafling on his way ; 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay ; 
Some to the Handing lake their courfes bend* 
With pebbles fmooth at duck and drake to play-; 
Thilk to the huxter's fav'ry cottage tend, 
In paltry kings and queens th' allotted mite to fpend, 

E 4. ^ftRX^I 
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Here, as each feafon yields a different ftore,. 
Each feafon 's (lores in order ranged been ; 
Apple* with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 
Galling full fore th' unmoney'd wight, arc few j 
And goofe-b'rie clad in liv'ry red or green ; 
And here, of lovely dye, the cath'rine pear,. 
Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice, I ween : 
O may no wight e'er pennylefs come there, 
Left, fink with ardent love, he pine with hopelefs caret 

See ! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound, 
With thread fo white in tempting pofies ty'd, 
Scattering like blooming maid their glances round* 
With pamper'd look draw little eyes a fide ; 
And mult be bought, though penury betide. 
The plumb all azure, and the nut all brown, 
And here, each feafon, do thofe cakes abide, 
Whofc honour'd namej th* inventive city own,. 
Rendering thro' Britain's ifle Salopia's praifes known*. 

Admir'd Salopia! that, with venial pride, 
Eyes her bright form in-Severn's ambiant wave,, 
Pam'd for her loyal cares in perils try'd,. 
Her daughters lovely, and her ftriplings brave : 
Ah ! midil the reil, may How'rs adorn his grave,. 
Whofe art did firft thefe dulcet cates difplay 1 
A motive fair to learning's imps he gave, 
Who chearlefs o'er her darkling region ftray ; 
f XUlreafon's morn arife and light them on their way. 
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OOPER's HILL. 

t 
K 

poem,' by Denham, though it may have been 
eeded by later attempts in defcription, yet 
brves the higheft applaufe, as it far furpafles 
tliat went before it : the concluding part, 
ugh a little too much crowded, is very maf- 
y. • 

•IE there are poets which did never dream] 
Jpon ParnafTus, nor did tafte the ftream 
elicon ; we, therefore, may fuppofe 
: made not poets, but the poets thofe. 
as courts make not kings, but kings the court, 
'here the mules and their train refort, 
flu s (lands ; if I can be to thee 
;t, thou Parnaflus art to me. 
yonder, if (advantag'd in my flight, 
king wing from thy aufpicious height) 
agh untrac'd ways and airy paths I fly, 
bound l'efs in my fancy than my eye ; 
fe, which, fwift as thought, contrails the ipac£ 
lies between, and firft falutes the place 
n'd with that facred pile, fo vaft, fo high, 
, whetheF 'tis apart of earth, or (ky, 
rtain feems, and may be thought a proud 
'ng mountain, or defcending cloud > 

E 5 *«S* 
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tad's, the late theme of fuch a * mafe, whofc flight 

Has bravely reach'd and foar'd above thy height: 

Now (halt thoo Hand, tho' fword, or time, or fire, 

Or zeaL, more fierce than they, thy fall confpirt; 

Secure, whilft thee the bell of poets lings, 

Preferv'd from ruin by the beft of kings. 

Under his proud furvey the city lies, 

And, like a mill, beneath a hill doth rife ; 

Whofe (late and wealth, the bufinefs and {he crowd, 

Seems, at this diflance, but a darker cloud : 

And is, to him who rightly things efteems, 

No other in effect than what it feems ; 

Where, with like hafle, tho 9 fey'ral ways they run* 

Some to undo, and fome to be undone ; 

While luxury and wealth, like war and] peace, 

Are each the other's ruin, and increafe j 

As rivers loft in feas, fome fecret vein 

Thence reconveys, there to be loft again* 

Oh happinefs of fweet retir'd content ! 

To be at once fecure, and innocent. 

Wind for the next (where Mars with Venus dwells, 

Beauty with ftrength) above the valley fwells 

Into my eye, and doth itfelf prefent 

With fuch an eafy and unfore'd afcent, 

That «no ftupendious precipice denies 

Accefs, no horror turns away our eyes ; 

But fuch a rife, as doth at once invite 

A pteafure, and a rev'rence from the fight. 

• Mr. Wjdlcto 
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nighty mailer's emblem, in whofe face 
neeknefs, heighten'd with majeflic grace ; 
feems thy gentle height, made only proud 
; the baiis of that pompons load, 

which, a nobler weight no mountain bears, 
itlas only, which fupports the fpheres. 
i nature's hand this ground did thus advance, 
> guided by a wifer power than Chance ; 
'd out for fuch an ufe, as if 'twere meant 
rite the builder, and his choice prevent, 
an we call it choice, when, what we chufe, 
or blindnefs only cou'd refufe. 
wn of fuch majeflic tow'rs does grace 
gods great mother, when her heav'nly race 
>mage to her:; yet fhe cannot boafl, 
ig that numerous and celeflial hoil, 

heroes than can Windfor ; nor doth Fame's 
rtal book record more noble names, 
o look back fo far, to whom this ifle 

the firft glory of fo brave a pile, 
her to Cacfar, Albanatt, or Brute, 
Sritifh Arthur, or the Danifh Knute, 
' this, of old, no lefs conteft did move, 

when, for Homer's birth, fev'n cities ftrove) 

him in birth, thou fhould'fl be like in fame, 
ine his fate, if mine had been his flame) 
'hofoe'er it was, nature defign'd 
a brave place, and then as brave a mind, 
o recount thofe fev'rakkings, to whom 
>e a cradle, or to whom a XQiabj 

£6 **> 
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Xut thcc (great * Edward) and thy greater ion* 
(The lillics which his father wore he won) 
And thy f Bellona, who the confort came 
Not only to thy bed, but to thy fame, 
'She to thy triumph led one captive % king, 
And brought that Ton, which did the fecond bring*. 
Then didll thou found that order (whether love. 
Or vi&cry thy royal thoughts did move) 
Each was a noble caufe, and nothing lefs 
Than the defirn, has been the great fuccefs :• - 
Which f<-i i ign kings, and emperors efteem 
The fecend honour to their diadem. 
Had thy gK-at deftiny but giv'n thee (kill 
To knovv, as *eJl as powV to aft, her will, 
That, from thofe k nps who then thy captives were,. 
In after-times flioulJ fpriag a royal pair, 
Who (hould poiiefs all that thy mighty pow'r,. 
Or thy deilres, mou* mighty, did devour ; 
To whom their buccr fate jeferves whate'er 
The vi&or hopes fcr, or the vanquiuYd fear ; 
That blocd, which thou and thy great grandiire med* 
And all that fi nee thefe filter nations bled, 
Had been unfpilt, had happy Edward known 
IThat all the blood he fpilt had been his own. 
When he that patron chofe, in whom are joinM 
.Soldier and martyr, and his arms confin'd. 
Within the. azure circle, he did feem, 
£ut to fbretel, and prophefy of him,. 

• EdwMd ' III. and the, Black Prince, J Queen PhiUp.. 

■** The kuwa of fcaace and Scotland*. 
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to his realms that azure round hath join'd, 
ich nature for their bound at firft deftgn'd : 

it bound, which, to the world's extremeft ends, 

llefs itfelf, its liquid arms extends : 

r doth he need thofe emblems which we paint, 

is himfelf the foldier and the faint. 
*e Jhould my wonder dwell, and here my praife* 

my fix'd thoughts my wond'ring eye betrays 
:winga neig*hb'ring hill, whofe top of late 
:hapel crown 'd, 'till, in the common fate, 
' adjoining abbey fell : (may no fuch ftorm 

1 on our times, where ruin mud reform.) 

11 me, my mufe, what monftrous dire offence* 
lat crime, could any Chriftian king incenfe 

fuch a rage ? Was't luxury, or lull ? 
is he fo temperate, fo chafte, fo juft ? 
;re thefe their crimes ? They were his own mud) 

more: 
: wealth is crime enough to him that's poor $ 
10, haying fpent the treafures of his crown, 
ndemns their luxury to feed his own. 
d yet this a&, to varnifh o'er the fhame 

facrilege, muft bear Devotion's name* 
• crime fo bold, but would be underftood 
real, or, at leait, a feeming good. 
10 fears not to do ill, yet fears the name, 
d free from confeience, is a flave to fame* 
ius, he the church at once protects, and fpoils : 
t princes' fwords are (harper than their ftiles* 
d thus to th' ages paft he makes a.metvfo> 
nx charity deilroys, their, faith, dtfacAsu 
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Then did religion, in a lazy eel], 
la empty, airy cocmrpiariom dwell ; 
And, like the block, unmoved lay : bat oars, 
As much too acme, like the ftork devours. 
Is there bo temp'rate region can be known, 
Betwixt their frigid, and our torrid, zone ? 
Con'd we no: wake from that lethargic dream, 
Bat to be renin's in a wane extreme ? 
And, for that lethargy, was there no cure, 
But to be cad into a calenture? 
Can knowledge have no bound, bat mud advance 
So far, to make us with for ignorance; 
And rather in the dark to grope our way, 
Thar, led by a fidfe guide, to err by day ? 
Who fee* theie diihxaJ heaps, but would demand 
What barbarous invader fack'd the land ? 
Bet v. hen he hears, no Goth, no Turk, did bring 
This defolation, but a Chriirian king ; 
When nothing but the name of Zeal appears, 
Tu ixt our bell actions, and the worft of theirs, 
What does he think our facriJege wou'd fpare. 
When fuch the effects of our devotions arei 
Parting from thence, 'twuct anger, fh&me, and fear, 
Thofe for what's pair, and this for what's too neaK; 
My eye, dc-fcending from the hill, (arvcys 
Wheie Thames among the wanton valiies (trays. 
Thames, the moil lov'd of all the ocean's font 
By his old fire, to his embraces runs. 
Halting to pay his tribute to the fea, 
fjfce mortal Hfe to meet eternity. 
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Tho* with thofe flreams he no refemblancc hold, 
"Whofe foam is amber, and their gravel gold ; 
His genuine and lefs guilty wealth t'explore, 
-Search not his bottom, but furvey his more ; 
O'er which he kindly fpreads his fpacious wing. 
And hatches plenty for th'enluing fpring : 
Nor then deftroys it with too fond a ftay, 
Like mothers which their infants overlay ; 
Nor, with a fudden and impetuous wave, 
Like profufe kings, refumes the wealth he gave* 
No unexpected inundations fpoil 
The mower's hopes, or mock the ploughman's toil : 
But, godlike, his unwearied bounty flows ; 
Firft loves to do, then loves the good he does. 
Nor are his bleflings to his banks confin'd, 
But free and common as the fea, or wind ; 
When he to boaft, or to difperfe his (tores* 
Full of the tributes of his grateful fhores* 
Vifits the world, and, in his flying towers, 
Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours | 
Finds wealth where 'tis, beftows it where it wants. 
Cities in del arts, woods in cities plants,. 
So that to us no things, no place is ftrange. 
While his fair bofom is the world's exchange. 
O could I flow like thee, and make thy dream 
My great example, as it is my theme I 
Tho' deep, yet clear, tho' gentle, not yet dull ; 
Strong, without rage, without o'erflowing, fulL 
Heav'n her Eridanu6 no more mall boaft, 
V/hofe fame in thine, like leffer cuxreuxs, i<& % 
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Thy nobler dreams fhall vifit Jove's abodes, 
To fhine among the liars, and bathe the gods : 
Here nature, whether more intent to pleafe 
Us or herfelf, with ftrange varieties, 
(For things of wonder give no lefs delight 
To the wife maker's, than beholder's fight : 
Tho' thefe delights from feveral caufes move ; 
For fo our children, thus our friends we love) 
Wifely fhc knew the harmony of things, 
As well as that of founds, from difcord fprings* 
Such was the difcord, which did fir ft difperfe 
Form, order, beauty, through the nniverfe ; 
While dryrefs, moifture, coldnefs heat refifb > 
All that we have, and that we are, fubfifts. 
While the fteep horrid roughnefs of the wood,. 
Strives with the gentle calmnefs of the flood* 
Such huge extremes tvhen nature doth unite, 
Wonder from thence refults, from thence delight* 
The ftream is fo tranfparent, pure, and clear, 
That, had the felf-enamour'd youth gaz'd here* 
So fatally deceiv'd he had not been, 
While he the bottom, not his face, had feen* 
But his proud head the airy mountain hides 
Among the clouds ; his moulders, and his fides, 
A fhady mantle cloathes ; his curled brows 
Frown on the gentle ftream, which calmly flows,. 
While winds and ftorms his lofty forehead beat : 
The common fate of all that's high or great- 
Low at his foot a fpaeious j lain is plac'd, 
Between the mountain and the ftxtam ea&ra?&t 
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:h fhade and ihelter from the hill derives, 
e the kind river wealth and beauty gives ; 
in the mixture of all thefe appears 
ty, which all the reft indears- 
fcene had fome bold Greek, or Britifh bard, 
d of old, what ftories hid we heard, 
dries, fatyrs, and the nymphs their dames, 
• feafts, their revels, and their am'rous flames ? 
till the fame, altho' their airy fhape 
ut a quick poetic fight efcape. . 
2 Faunus and Sylvanus keep their courts, 
thither all the horned hoft reforts, 
raze the ranker mead ; that noble herd', 
hofe fublime and ftiady fronts is rear'd 
re's great mafter-piece, to fhew how foot* 
: things are made, but {boner are undone, 
have I ieen the king, when great affairs 
leave to flackcn and unbend his cares, 
ded ta the chafe by all the flow'r 
Duth, whofe hopes a noble prey devour t 
ire with praife, and danger they would boy> 
wi(h a foe that would not only fly. 
tag, now confcious of his fatal growth, 
ice indulgent to his fear and floth, 
>me dark covert his retreat had made, 
e nor man's eye, nor Heaven's ihould invade 
Dft repofe ; when th' unexpected found 
sgs, and men, his wakeful ear does wound : 
'd with the noife, he fcarce believes his ear, 
ng to think th'illufions of his fear 
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Had giv'n this falfe alarm, but firaight his view 
Confirms, that more than all he fears is true. 
Betray'd in all his flrengths, the wood befet, 
All inflruments, all arts of ruin met; 
He calls to mind his flrcngth, and then his fpecd* 
His ringed heels, and then his armed head; 
With theie t'avoid, with that his fate to meet : 
But fear prevails, and bids him trull his feet* 
So fail he flies, that his reviewing eye 
Has loft the chafers, and his ear the cry $ 
Exulting, 'till he rinds, their nobler fenfe 
Their difproportion'd fpeed does recompenfe ; 
Then curfes his confpiring feet, whofe fccnc 
Betrays that fafety which their fwiftncfs lent. 
Then tries his friends among the bafer herd, 
Where he fo lately was obey'd and fear'd. 
His fafety feeks : the herd, unkindly wife, 
Or chafes him from thence, or from him flies | 
Like a declining flatefinan, left forlorn, 
To his friends pity, and purfuers (corn, 
With fhame remembers, while himfelf was one 
Of the fame herd, himfelf the fame had done. 
Thence to the coverts, and the confeious. groves. 
The fcenes of his pall triumphs, and his loves j 
Sadly furveying where he rang'd alone 
Prince of the foil, and all the herd his own ; 
And, like a bold knight-errant, did proclaim 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame ; 
And taught the woods to echo to the flream 
His dreadful challenge, and his clafhing beam.. 

Hi 
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Yet faintly now declines the fatal ftrifc ; 

So muck his lore was dearer than his life. 

Now ev'ry leaf, and every moving breath, 

Prefents a foe, and ev'ry foe a death. 

Weary'd, fbrfaken, and purfu'd, at laft, 

All fafety in defpair of fafety plac'd j 

Courage he thence refumes, refolv'd to bear 

All their afianlts, fince 'tis in vain to fear. 

And now, too late, he wifhes, for the fight. 

That firength he waded in ignoble flight : 

But, when he fees the eager chace renew'd, 

Himielf by dogs, the dogs by men purfu'd, 

He ftrait revokes his bold refolve, and more 

Repents his courage, than his fear before ; 

finds that uncertain ways unfafeft are, 

And doubt a greater mifchief than defpair* 

Then to the ftream, when neither friends, nor force, 

Nor fpeed, nor art avail, he fhapes his courfe ; 

Thinks not their rage fo defpVate, to aflay 

An element more mercilefs than they. 

3ut, fearlefs, they purfue, nor can the flood 

Quench their dire thirft ; alas, they thirft for blood. 

So tow'rds a fhip the Qar-£nn'd gallies ply, 

Which wanting fea to ride, or wind to fly, 

Stands but to fall reveng'd on thofe that dare 

Tempt the laft fury of extreme defpair. 

So fares the flag among th' enraged hounds, 

Repels their force, and wounds returns for wounds* 

And as a hero, whom his bafer foes 

In troops furround, now thefe aflail, now thofe, 
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Though prodigal of life, difdaim to die 
By common hands ; but, if he can defcry 
Some nobler foe approach, to him he calls, 
And begs his fate, and then contented falls* 
So when the king a mortal fhaft lets fly 
From his unerring hand, then, glad to die, 
Proud of the wound, to it refigns his blood, 
And ftains the cryftal with a purple flood. 
This a more innocent, and happy chafe 
Than when of old, but in the felf-fame place, 
Fair Liberty, purfu'd, and meant a prey 
To lawlcfs power, * here turn'd, and flood at ba^ 
When in that remedy all hope was plac'd, 
Which was, or mould have been at leaft, the lafU 
Here was that charter feal'd, wherein the crown 
All marks of arbitrary pow'r lays down : 
Tyrant and flave, thofe names of hate and fear, 
The happier ftile of king and fubjeft bear : 
Happy, when both to the fame center move, 
When kings give liberty, and fubjefts love. 
Therefore not long in force this charter flood ; .. 
Wanting that feal, it muft be feal'd in blood. 
The fubje&s arm'd, the more their princes gave, 
Th' advantage only took, the more to crave : 
'Till kings, by giving, give themfelves away, 
And ev'n that pow'r, that fhould deny, betray. - 
€€ Who gives conftrain'd, but his own fear reviles, 
Not thank't, but fcorn'd; nor are they gifts, but 
fpoils." 

• Runnimede: where thtt treat ctaxtct wa &xk fca\«&« 
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*fhus kings, by grafping more than they could hold* 
Firft made their fubjedls, by oppreffion, bold : 
And popular fway, by forcing kings to give 
More than was fit for f ubje&s to receive, 
Ran to the fame extremes ; and one excefs 
Made both, by driving to be greater, lefs. 
When a calm river, rais'd with fudden rains, 
Or fnows difiblv'd, o'erflows th' adjoining plains* 
The hulbandmen with high-rais'd banks fecure 
Their greedy hopes, and this he can endure. 
But if with bays and dams they drive to force 
His channel to a new, or narrow, courfe ; 
No longer, then, within his banks he dwells, 
$ril to a torrent, then a deluge, fwells : 
Stronger and fiercer by reilraint he roars, 
<A&d knows no bound, but makes his pow'r his Ihorei* 
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| ELOISA to ABELARD. 

f 

The harmony of numbers in this poem is very fine* 
It is rather drawn out to too tedious a length, 
altho* the paffions vary with great judgement. It 
may be considered as fuperior to any thing in 
the epiftolary way ; and the many translations 
which have been made of it into the modern 
languages, are, in fome meafure, a proof of 
this* 

IN thefe deep folitudes and awful cells, 
Where heav'nly-penfive contemplation dwells, 
-And ever-mufing melancholy reigns ; 
"What means this tumult in a veftal's veins ? 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this laft retreat ? 
Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat ? 
Yet, yet I love ! — From Abelard it came, 
And Eloifa yet mud kifs the name. 

Dear, fatal name ! reft ever unreveal'd, 
Nor pafs thefe lips in holy filence feal'd : 
Hide it, my heart, within that clofe difguife, 
Where, mixM with God's, his lov'd idea lies : 
O write it not, my hand— the name appears 
Already written— warn it out, my tears ! 
In vain loft Eloifa weeps and prays, 
Her heart ftill dictates, and her hand obeys* 

Relentlefs walls ! whofe darkfome round contains 
Repentant fighs, and voluntary pains : 
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Yarugged rocks ! which holy knees have worn ; 
Ye grots and caverns, fhagg'd with horrid thorn I. 
Shrines ! where their vigils pale-ey'd virgins keep. 
And pitying faints, whofe ftatues learn to weep 1 
Tho' cold like you, unmov'd and filent grown, 
I have not yet forgot myfelf to ftone. 
All is not Heav'n's, while Abelard has part, 
Still rebel Nature holds out half my heart ; 
Nor pray'rs, nor fails, its ftubborn pulfc reftrain* 
Nor tears, for ages taught to flow in vain. 

Soon as thy letters, trembling, I unclofe, 
That well-known name awakens all my woes* 
Oh name for ever fad ! for ever dear ! 
Still breath'd in fighs, (till ufher'd with a tear. 
I tremble, too, where-e'er my own I find, 
Some dire misfortune follows clofe behind. 
Line after line my gufhing eyes o'erflow, 
Led thro' a fad variety of woe ; 
Now warm in love, now withering in my bloom, 
Loft in a convent's folitary gloom ! 
There flern Religion quench'd th' unwilling flame, 
There dy'd the beft of paffions, Love and Fame. 

Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo fighs to thine. 
Nor foes nor fortune take this pow'r away j 
And is my Abelard lefs kind than they ? 
Tears (till are mine, and thofe I need not fpare, 
Love but demands what elfe were fhed in pray'r ; 
No happier tafk thefe faded eyes purfue ; 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 
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Then (hare thy pain, allow that fad relief; 

Ah, more than mare it, give me all thy grief. 
Heav'n firft taught letters for fome wretch's aid, 
Some baniuYd lover, or fome captive maid ; 
They live, they fpeak, they breathe what love infpires, 
Warm from the foul, and faithful to its fires, 
The virgin's wifh without her fears impart, 
Excufe the blufli, and pour out all the heart, 
Speed the foft intercourfe from foul to foul, 
And waft a iigh from Indus to the Pole. 
Thou know'ft how guiltlefs firft I met thy flame, 
'When Love approach'd me under Friend/hip's name; 
My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 
Some emanation of th' All-beauteous Mind. 
Thofe fmiling eyes, attempting ev'ry ray, 
Shone fweetly lambent with celeftial day. 
Guiltlefs I gaz'd; Heav'n liften'd while you fung; 
And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 
From lips like thofe what precept fail'd to move ? 
Too foon they taught me 'twas no fin to love ; 

Back thro' the paths of pieafing fenfe I ran, 

Nor wifh'd an Angel, whom I lov'd a Man. 

Dim and remote the joys of faints I fee ; 

Nor envy them that Heav'n I lofe for thee. 
How oft, when prefs'd to marriage, have I faid, 

Curfe on all laws but thofe which love has made ! 

Love« free as air, at fight of human ties, 

Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 

Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 

Auguft her deed, and (acred be her fame ; 
Vol. I. F *&<&»<; 
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But fuch plain roofs as piety could raife, 

And only vocal with the Maker's praife. 

In thcfe lone walls (their day's eternal bound) 

Thcfe mod-grown domes with fpiry turrets crowii'd* S 1 

Where awful arches make a noon-day night. 

And the dim windows fhed a folemn light; i 

Thy eyes difFus'd a reconciling ray, 

And gleams of glory brighten'd all the day. 

But now no face divine contentment wears, 

'Tis all blank fadnefs, or continual tears. 

Sec how the force of others pray'rs I try, 

(O pious fraud of am'rous charity !) 

But why mould I on other's pfay'rs depend ? 

Come thou, my father, brother, hufband, friend I 

Ah let thy handmaid, filler, daughter, move, 

And all thofe tender names in one, thy love ! 

The darkfome pines that o'er yon rocks reclin'd, 

Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind, 

The wand'ring ftreams that Ihine between the hills. 

The grots that echo to the tinkling rills, 

The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 

The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze j 

No more thefe fcenes my meditation aid, 

Qr lull to reft the vifionary maid. 

But, o'er the twilight groves and duflcy caves, 

Long-founding iiles, and intermingled graves, 

Black Melancholy fits, and round her throws 

A deathlike file nee, and a dread repofe ; 

Her gloomy prefence faddens all the fcene, 

Shades *v*ry flow'r, and darkens ev'ry green, 
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; Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 

And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 
I Vet here for ever, ever muft I ftay ; 
Sad proof how well a lover can obey ! 
Death, only death, can break the lading chain ; 
And here, e'en then, fhall my cold dull remain ; 
Here all its frailties, all its flames refign, 
And wait 'till 'tis no fin to mix with thine. 
Ah wretch ! believ'd the fpoufe of God in vain, 
• Confefs'd, within, the flave of love and man. 
Affiftme, Heav'n! but whence arofc that pray'r? 
Sprung -it from piety, or from defpair ? 
Uv'nhere, where frozen chaflity retires, 
-Cove finds an altar for forbidden fires. 
I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought ; 
1 mourn the lover, not lament the fault ; 
1 view my crime, but kindle at the view, 
Repent old pleafures, and folicit new ; 
Now, turn'd to Heav'n, I weep my pall offence ; 
Now think of thee, and curfe ray innocence. 
Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 
"Tis, fure, the hardeft fcience to forget ! 
How (hall I lofe the fin, yet keep the ienfe, 
And love th'ofFender, yet deteft th* offence ? 
How the dear object from the crime remove, 
Or how diftinguifh penitence from love ? 
Unequal talk ! a pafiion to refign, 
For hearts fo touch'd, fo piere'd, fo loft as mine ! 
Ere fuch a foul regains its peaceful (late, 
How often muft it love, how often hate ! 

F 3 H<y« 
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How often hope, defpair, rcfent, regret, 
Conceal, difdain, — do all things but forget ? 
But let Heav'ii feize it, all at once 'tis nVd ; 
Not touch'd, but lapt; not waken'd, but infpirM! 
Oh come ! oh teach me nature to fubdue, 
Renounce my love, my life, myfelf— and you. 
Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 
Alone can rival, can fucceed to thee. 

How happy is the blamelcfs veftal's lot ? 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot : 
Eternal fun-mine of the fpotlefs mind ! 
Each pray'r accepted, and each wifh refign'd; 
Labour and reft, that equal periods keep ; 
" Obedient (lumbers, that can wake and weep; 11 
Deiires compos 'd, affeftions ever ev'n ; 
Tears that delight, and fighs that waft to heav'iL 
Grace mines around her with fereneft beams, 
And whifp'ring angels prompt her golden dreams* 
For her th' unfading rofe of Eden blooms, 
And wings of feraphs fhed divine perfumes, 
For her the fpoufe prepares the bridal ring, 
For her white virgins hymenaeals fing, 
To founds of heav'nly harps (he dies away, 
And melts in viiipns of eternal day. 

Far other dreams my erring foul employ, 
far other raptures, of unholy^ joy : 
When, at the clofe of each fad, forrowing day f 
Fancy reftores what vengeance fnatch'd away, 
Then confeience deeps, and leaving nature free, 
All my loofe foul unbounded fprings to thee. * 
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curft, dear horrors of all-confcious night ! 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight ! 
Provoking daemons all reftraint remove, 
And ftir "within me ev'ry fource of love. 

1 hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms. 
And round thy phantom glue my clafping arms. 
I wake :— no more I hear, no more I view, 
The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 

I call aloud ; it hears not what I fay : 

I ftretch my empty arms ; it glides away. 

To dream once more I clofe my willing eyes ; 

Ye foft illusions, dear deceits, arife ! 

Alas, no more ! methinks we wand'ring go 

Thro' dreary waftes, and weep each other's woe, 

Where, round fome mould'ring tow'r, pale ivy creeps, 

And low-brow'd rocks hang nodding o'er the deeps* 

Sudden you mount, you beckon from the ikies ; 

Clouds interpofe, waves roar, and winds arife. 

I fhriek, ftart up, the fame fad profpeft find, 

And wake to all the griefs I left behind. 

For thee the fates, feverely kind, ordain 

A cool fufpence from pleafure and from pain ; 

Thy life a long dead calm of fix'd repofe ; 

No pulfe that riots* and no blood that glows. 

Still as the fea, ere winds were taught to blow. 

Or moving fpirit bade the waters flow ; 

Soft as the /lumbers of a*faint forgiv'n, 

And mild as op'ning gleams of promised heav'n, 

Come, Abelard I for what haft thbu to dread ? 

The torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 
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Nature (lands check'd ; Religion difapproves ; 
Ev'n thou art cold— yet EloiTa loves. 
Ah hopelefs, lading flames ! like thofe that bum 
To light the dead, and warm th' unfruitful urn. 
What fcenes appear where'er I turn my view ? 
The dear ideas, u here I fly, purfue, 
Rife in the grove, before the altar rife, 
Stain all my foul, and wanton in my eyes; 
I wafle the Matin lamp in fighs for thee, 
Thy image deals between my God and me, 
Thy voice I feem in ev'ry hymn to hear, 
With ev'ry bead I drop too foft a tear. 
When from the cenfer clouds of fragrance roll r 
And fwelling organs lift the rifing foul, 
One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 
Pricfls, tapers, temples, fwim before my fight: 
In feas of flame my plunging foul is drown'd, 
While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round. 
While proftrate here in humble grief I lie, 
Kind, virtuous drops juft gath'ring in my eye* 
While praying, trembling, in the duft I roll*, 
And dawning grace is op'ning on my foul : 
Come, if thou dar'ft, all charming as thou art ! 
OppOfe thyfelf to Heav'n ; difpute my heart; 
Come, with one glance of thofe deluding eyes 
Blot out each bright idea of the fkies ; 
Take back that grace, thofe Arrows, and thofe tears : 
Take back my fruitlefs penitence and pray'rs ; 
Snatch me, juft mounting, from the bieft abode ; 
Aifift the fiends, and tear me from my God t 

^5 
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Ko, fly me, fly me, far as Pole from Pole ; 
®ife Alps between us ! and whole oceans roll! 
Ah, come not, write not, think not once of mc, 
Nor fhare one pang of all I felt for thee. 
Thy oaths I quit, thy memory refign ; 
forget, renounce me, hate whate'er was mine. 
Pair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet I view !) 
•Long lov'd, ador'd ideas, all adieu ! 
^ Grace ferene ! oh Virtue heav'nly fair ! 
divine oblivion of low-thoughted care ! 
•freih blooming JHope, gay daughter of the fky ! 
•And Faith, our early immortality ! 
^ater each mild, each amicable gueft ; 
■Receive and wrap me in eternal reft I 
** e e in her cell fad Eloifa fpread, 
***opt on fome tomb, a neighbour of the dead. 
■^ each low wind methinks a Spirit calls, 
And more than Echoes talk along the walls. 
*"iere, as I watch'd the dying lamps around, 
^rom yonder fhrine I heard a hollow found. 
c< Come, After, come! ,, (it faid, or feem'd to fay) 
" Thy place, is here, fad fitter, come away ! 
Once, like thyfelf, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, 
Love's vi&im then, tho' now a fainted maid: 
But all is calm in this eternal fleep ; 
Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep, 
Ev'n fuperftition lofes ev'ry fear : 
For God, not man, abfolves our frailties here." 
I come, I come ! prepare your rofeate bow'rs* 
Celeftial palm*, and ever-blooming flow'rs, 

F 5 TYkVfc** 
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Thither, where finners may have reft, I go, 
Where flames refin'd in breads feraphic glow : 
Thou, Abelard ! the laft fad office pay. 
And fmooth my paflage to the realms of day ; 
See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 
Suck my laft breath, and catch my flying foul ! 
Ah no — in facred veftments may'ft thou Hand, 
The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 
Prefent the Crofs before my lifted eye, 
Teach me, at once, and learn of me, to die* 
Ah then, thy once-lov'd Eloi'fa fee ; 
It will be, then, no crime to gaze on me* 
'See from my cheek the tranfient rofes fly ! 
See the laft fparkle languifti in my eye ! 
'Till ev'ry motion, pulfe, and breath be o'er $ 
And e'en my Abelard be lov'd no more* 
O Death all-eloquent ! you only prove 
What duft we doat on, when 'tis man we love* 

Then, too, when fate (hall thy fair frame deftro; 
(That caufe of all my guilt, and all my joy) 
In trance extatic may thy pangs be drown 'd, 
Bright clouds defcend, and Angels watch thee roun< 
Prom op'ning ikies may ftreaming glories fhine, 
And Saints embrace thee with a love like mine. 

May one kind grave unite each haplefs name, 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame ! 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o'er, 
When this rebellious heart (hall beat no more j 
if ever chance two wand 'ring lovers brings 
*To Paraclete's white walls and iilver fgrings, 
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the pale marble (hall they join their heads, 
drink the falling tears each other (heels ; 
a fadly fay, with mutual pity mov'd, 
may we never love as thefe have lovM !" 
m the full choir, when loud Hofannas rife, 
d fwell the pomp of dreadful facrifice, 
nid that fcene if fome relenting eye 
lance on the (lone where our cold relics lie, 
evotion's felf fhall ileal a thought from Heav'n, 
'ne human tear fhall drop, and be forgiv'n. 
u>d Aire, if fate fome future bard fhall join 
* fad fimilitude of griefs to mine, 
•ondemn'd whole years in abfence to deplore, 
^Dd image charms he mufl behold no more ; 
»Uch if there be, who loves fo long, fo well; 
-et him our fad, our tender ftory tell ! 
r*he well-fung woes will (both my penfive ghofl. 
tie heft can paint 'em who fhall feel 'em moil* 
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AN EPISTL1 

FROM 

Mr. Philips to the Earl of Dorset, 

The opening of this poem is incomparably fii 
The latter part is tedious and trifling. 

Copenhagen, March 9, 1705 

FROM frozen climes, and endlefs tra&s of fno 
From dreams that northern winds forbid to fto 
What prefent (hall the Mufe to Dorfet bring, 
Or how, fo near the Pole, attempt to fing ? 
The hoary winter here conceals from fight 
All pleafing obje&s that to verfe invite. 
The hills and dales, and the delightful woods, 
The flow'ry plains, and filver ftreaming floods, 
By fnow difguis'd, in bright confuiion lie, 
And, with one dazzling wafle, fatigue the eye. 
No gentle breathing breeze prepares the fpring, 
% No birds within the defart region fing. 
The fhips, unmov'd, the boiit'rous winds defy, 
While rattling chariots o'-er the ocean fly. 
The vafl Leviathan wants room to play, 
And fpout his waters in the face of day, 
*5The (larving wolves along "the main fea prowl, 
And to die moon in icy v allies howl. 
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for many a fhining league the level main 
Here ipreads itfelf into a glaiTy plain : 
There folid billows, of enormous fize, 
•Alps of green ice, in wild diforder rife. \ 

•And yet but lately have 1 feen, e'en here, 
The winter in a lovely drefs appear. 
£re yet the clouds let fall the treafur'd fnow, 
Or winds begun thro' hazy ikies to blow, 
At ev'ning a keen eaftern breeze arofe ; 
And the defcending rain unfullied froze. 
Soon as the filent (hades of night withdrew, 
The ruddy morn difclos'd at once to view 
"The face of nature in a rich difguife. 
And brightened ev'ry object to my eyes : 
For ev'ry fhrub, and every blade of grafs, 
And ev'ry pointed thorn, feem'd wrought in glafs, 
In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns fhow, 
While thro' the ice the crimfon berries glow. 
The thick-fprung reeds the wat'ry marines yield, 
Seem poliih'd lances in a hoflile field. 
The ftag, in limpid currents, with furprize, 
Sees cryftal branches on his forehead rife. 
The fpreading oak, the beech, and tow'ring pine, 
Glaz'd over, in the freezing aether fhine. 
The frighted' birds the rattling branches (hun, 
That wave and glitter in the diftant fun. 
When, if a fudden guft of wind arife, 
The brittle foreft into atoms flies: 
The crackling wood beneath the tempeft bends, 
And in a fp angled ihow'r the profpeft ends ; 
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Or, if a fouthern gale the region warm. 
And, by degrees, unbind the wintry charm, 
The traveller a miry country fees, 
And journies fad beneath the dropping trees. 

Like fome deluded peafant Merlin leads 
Thro' fragrant bow'rs, and thro' delicious meads 
While here enchanted gardens to him rife, 
And airy fabrics there attract his eyes, 
His wondring feet the magic paths purfue ; 
And, while he thinks the fair illufion true, 
The tracklefs fcenes difperfe in fluid air, 
And woods, and wilds, and thorny ways appear: 
A tedious road the weary wretch returns, 
And, as he goes, the transient vi£on mourns* 
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( A LETTER from ITALY, 

To the Right Honourable 

•Charles lord Halifax. 

In the Year MDCCL 

^*«w poems have done more honour to Engliih ge- 
nius than this. There is in it a ftrain of po- 
litical thinking that was, at that time, new in 
our poetry. Had the harmony of this been equal 
to that of Pope's verification, it would be in- 
conteftibly the fin eft poem in our language ; but 
there is a drynefs in the numbers which greatly 
lefiens the pleafure excited both by the poet's 
judgement and imagination. 

WHILE you, my lord, the rural (hades admire^ 
And from Britannia's public polls retire, 
Nor longer, her ungrateful fons to pleafe, 
For their advantage facrifke your eafe ; 
Me into foreign realms my fate conveys. 
Through nations fruitful of immortal lays, 
Where the foft feafon and inviting clime 
^Conipire to trouble your repofe with rhime. 

For wherefoe'er I turn my raviih'd eyes, 
<Ga/£iJded fcenes and fhining profpecls rife, 
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Poetic fields incompafs me around, 
And ftill I feem to tread on Claflic ground ; 
For here the Mufe fo oft her harp has ftrung, 
That not a mountain rears its head unfung, 
Renown'd in verfe each fhady thicket grows, 
And ev'ry ftream in heav'nly numbers flows. 
How am I pleas'd to fearch the hills and woods 
For rifing fprings and celebrated floods ! 
To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courfe, 
And trace the fmooth Clitumnus to his fource ; 
To fee the Mincio draw his watry ftore 
Through the long windings of a fruitful fhore, 
And hoary Albula's infe&ed tide 
O'er the warm bed of fmoking fulphur glide* 

Fir'd with a thoufand raptures I furvey 
Eridanus through flow'ry meadows ftray, 
The king of floods ! that rolling o'er the plains 
The tow'ring Alps of half their moifture drains, 
And proudly fwoln with a whole winter's fnows, 
Diftributes wealth and plenty where he flows. 

Sometimes, mifguided by the tuneful throng, 
I look for dreams immortal iz'd in fong, 
That loft in filencc and oblivion lie, 
(Dumb are their fountains and their channels dry) 
Yet run for ever by the Mufe's (kill, 
And in the fmooth description murmur ftill. 

Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, 
And the fam'd river's empty fhores admire, 
That, deftitute of ftrength, derives its courfe 
From thrifty urns and an unfruitful fource ; 
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^ e t fung fo often in poetic lays, 
^ith fcorn the Danube and the Nile furveys; 
**° high the deathlefs mufe exalts her theme! 
Such was the Boyne, a poor inglorious flream, 
That in Hibernian vales obfcurely ftray'd, 
-And, unobferv'd, in wild meanders play'd; 

*iH by your lines and Naffau's fword renown 'd £ 
*fc rifing billows through the world refound, 
Where'er the Hero's godlike ads can pierce, 
®* where the fame of an immortal verfe. 

Oh cou'd the Mufe my raviih'd bread infpire 
With warmth like yours, and raife an equal fire # 
^ttnumber'd beauties in my verfe fhould mine, 
^*id Virgil's Italy fhou'd yield to mine \ 
^ee how the golden groves around me fmile, 
^hat fhun the coaft of Britain's ftormy ifle, 
^r, when traniplanted and preferv'd with care, 
C^urfe the cold clime, and ftarve in northern air. 
ilere kindly warmth their mounting juice ferments 
*To nobler tafles, and more exalted fcents : 
E'en the rough rocks with tender myrtle bloom, 
And trodden weeds fend out a rich perfume. 
Bear me, fome God, to Baia's gentle feats, 
Or cover me in Umbria's green retreats ; 
Where weftern gales eternally refide, 
And all the feafofcs lavifh all their pride : 
Bloflbms, and fruits, and flow'rs together rife, 
And the whole year in gay confufion lies. 

Immortal glories in my mind revive, 
And in my foul a thoufand paflions drive, 
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When Rome's exalted beauties Idefcry, 
Magnificent in piles of ruin lie. 
An amphitheatre's amazing height . 
Here fills my eye with terror and delight, 
That on its public ihews Unpeopled Rome, 
And held Uncrowded nations in its womb : 
Here pillars rough with fculpture pierce the fides * 
And here the proud triumphal arches rife, 
Where the old Romans deathlefs ads difplay'd, 
Their bafe degenerate progeny upbraid : 
Whole rivers here forfake the fields below, 
And, wond'ring at their height, through airy channel -^ 
flow* 

Still to new fcenes my wand'ring Mufe retires ; 
And the dumb (how of breathing rocks admires ; 
Where the fmooth chifel all its force has fhown, 
And foften'd into flefh the rugged Hone. 
In folemn filence, a majefHc band, 
Heroes, and Gods, and Roman Confuls, ftand, 
Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown, 
And emperors, in Parian marble frown ; 
While the bright dames, to whom they humbly fu'd, 
Still fhowthe charms that their proud hearts fubdu'd* 

Fain would I Raphael's godlike art rehearfe, 
And fhow th' immortal labours in my verfe, 
Where, from the mingled ftrength of fhade and light, 
A new creation rifes to my fight, 
Such heav'nly figures from his pencil flow, 
So warm with life his blended colours gJow, 
From theme to theme with fecret pleafure toft* > 
Amidft the (oh variety I'm loft : 
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Bat pleafing airs my raviih'd foul confound 
With circling notes and labyrinths of found : 
Here domes and temples rife in diflant views, 
And opening palaces invite my Mufe. 

How has kind Heav'n adorn'd the happy land, 
And fcatter'd bleffings with a wafteful hand ! 
Bat what avail her unexhaufted (lores, 
*fer blooming mountains, and her funny morel* 
^ith all the gifts that Heav'n and earth impart, 
* ta (miles of nature, and the charms of art, 
^hile proud Oppreffion in her valleys reigns* 
^nd Tyranny ufurps her happy plains ? 
* he poor inhabitant beholds in vain 
The redd'ning Orange and the fwelling grain : 
Joylefs he fees the growing oils and wines, 
And in the Myrtle's fragrant (hade repines : 
Starves, in the midfl of nature's bounty curft* 
And in the loaden vineyard dies for thirft. 
Oh Liberty, thou goddefs heav'nly bright, 
Profufe of blifs, and pregnant with delight ! 
Eternal pleafures in thy prefence reign, 
And fmiling Plenty leads thy wanton train ; 
Eas'd of her load Subjedion grows more light* 
And Poverty looks chearful in thy fight ; 
Thou mak'ft the gloomy face of Nature gay, 
Giv'fl beauty to the Sun, and pleafure to the Day. 

Thee, goddefs, thee Britannia's ifle adores j 
How has fhe oft exhaufted all her (lores, 
How oft, in fields of death, thy prefence fought* 
Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought ! 

On 



Ii6 THE BEAUTIES OF 

On foreign mountains may the Sun refine 
The grape's foft juice, and mellow it to wine, 
With Citron groves adorn a diflant foil, 
And the fat Olive fwell with floods of oil : 
We envy not the warmer clime, that lies 
In ten degrees of more indulgent ikies, 
Nor at the coarfenefs of our Heav'n repine, 
Tho' o'er our heads the frozen Pleiads fhirie : 
*Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia's ifle, 
And makes her barren rocks and her bleak mountai 
fmile. 

Others with tow'ring piles may pleafe the fight 
And in their proud afpiring domes delight ; 
A nicer touch to the ftretch'd canvafs give, 
Or teach their animated rocks to live : 
'Tis Biitain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate, 
And hold in balance each contending ftate ; 
To threaten bold prefumptuous kings with war. 
And anfwer her afflicted neighbour's pray'r. 
The Dane and Swede, lous'd up by fierce alarms 
Blefs the wife conduct of her pious arms : 
Soon as her fleets appear, their terrors ceafe, 
And all the northern world lies hufh'd in peace. 

Th' ambitious Gaul beholds with fecret dread 
Her thunder aim'd at his afpiring head, 
And fain her godlike fons wou'd difunite 
By foreign gold, or by domeftic fpite : 
But flrives in vain to conquer or divide, 
Whom NafTau's arms defend and counfels guide. 
Fir'd with the name, which I fo oft have found 
Tie diAant climes and diff 'rcnx xotifcus* xtfouA 
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^ bridle in my ftruggling Mufe with pain, 
That longs to launch into a bolder (train. 
But I've already troubled you too long, 
Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous fong. 
% humble verfe demands a fofter theme, 
A painted meadow, or a purling flream ; 
Unfit for Heroes ; whom immortal lays, 
And lines like Virgil's, or like your's, fhouM praife. 
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ALEXANDER'S FEAST; 

O R, 

The power of music 

AN ODE, 

^n Honour of St, Cecilia's Day. 

^iis ode has been more applauded, perhaps, than 
it has been felt ; however, it is a very fine one^ 
and gives its beauties rather at a third, or fourth, 
than at a firft, perufal. 

I. 

3 'TpWAS at the royal feaft, for Perfia won* 
JL By Philip's warlike Ton : 

Aloft, in awful ftate, 
The godlike hero fate 

On his imperial throne : 
His valiant peers were plac'd around ; ' 
Their brows with rofes and with myrtles bound* 

(So fhou'd defert in arms be crown'd :) 
The lovely Thais by his fide, 
Sate like a blooming eaftern bride, 
In flower of youth and beauty's pride. 
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With raviih'd ears 
The monarch hears, 
Aflumes the god, 
Affects to nod, 
«wd feems to (hake the fpheres. 

CHORUS. 

With ravifh'd ears 
The monarch hears, 
Aflumes the god, 
AiFe&s to nod, 
^d feems to (hake the fpheres. 

m. 

^ e praife of Bacchus then the fweet mufician fung ; 
™ Bacchus, ever fair, and ever young : 
The jolly god in triumph comes ; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums ; 
Flum'd with a purple grace, 
He (hews his honeft face ; 
Now gives the hautboys breath; he comes, he comes* 
Bacchus, ever fair and young, 

Drinking joys did firft ordain ; 
Bacchus' bleffings are a treafure, 
jinking is the foldier's pleafure ; 
Rich the treafure, 
Sweet the pleafure ; 
Sweet is pleafure after pain. 

Vol.L G CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
Bacchus' blefllngs are a treafure ; 

> 

Drinking is the foldier's pleafure ; 

Rich the treafure, 

Sweet the pleafure ; 
Sweet is pleafure after pain. 

IV. 

Sooth'd with the found the king grew vain ; 
Fought all his battles o'er again ; 
And thrice he routed all his foes ; and thrice he fl 
the flain. 
The mafter faw the madnefs rife ; 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ; 
And, while he HeaWn and earth defy'd, 
Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride. 
. He chofe a mournful mufe, 
Soft pity to infufe : 
He.fung Darius, great and good, 

By too fevere a fate, 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 
Fallen from his high eftate, 
And welt'ring in his blood: 
Deferted at his utmoft need, 
By thofe his former bounty fed : 
On the bare earth exposM he lies* 
With not a friend to clofe his eyes. 
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"With down-caft looks the joylefs vittor fate, 
Revolving in his alter'd foul 
The various turns of chance below ; 
And, now and then, a figh he dole ; 
And tears began to flow. 

CHORUS. 

Revolving in his alter'd foul 
The various turns of chance below ; 

And, now and then, a figh he ilole ; 
And tears began to flow. 

V. 

•^le mighty matter fmil'd, to fee 
■^hat love was in the next degree: 
*Twas but a kindred found to move; 
l^or pity melts the mind to love. 
Softly fweet, in Lydian meafures, 
Soon he footh'd his foul to pleafures. 
'War, he fung, his toil and trouble ; 
Honour, but an empty bubble : 

Never ending, Hill beginning, 
Fighting ftill, and fKll deftroying : 

If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, O think it worth enjoying. 
Lovely Thais fits befide thee, 
Take the good the gods provide thee. 
The many rend the ikies with loud applaufe ; 
So Love was crown'd, but Mufic won the caufe. 

G 2 The 
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The fweet enthufiafl, from her facred ftore 
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to folcmn founds. 
With nature's mother-wit, and arts unknowi, 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize ; 

Or both divide the crown ; 
lie rais'd a mortal to the fkies ; 
She drew an angel down. 

GRAND CHORUS. 

At lad divine Cecilia came, 
In ventre fs of the vocal frame $ 
The fweet cnthufiaft, from her facred ftore, 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds, 
' And added length to folemn founds, 
With nature's mother- wit, and arts unknown befo 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 

Or botli divide the crown ; 
He rais'd a mortal to the (kies ; 
She drew an angel down. 
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ODE for M V S I C 

ON 

St. CECILI A'-s DAY. 

This ode has by many been thought equal to the 
former. As it is a repetition of Dry den V man- 
n ®i it k fo far- inferior to him.. The whole hint 
«f Orpheus, with; tiany of the lines, have been 
taken from-ancibfcure Ode upda Mafic, publifhed 
» T«eV M&dlanies. •.»..'; ■, ■ 

. - <: ." I , . .... . . 

r\E$CEND, ye Nine! defcendand fingi 
■*^ The breathing inftruments infpire $ 
™alce into voice each filent firing* ■ , - { 

And fweep t the fonnc&ig lyre I ./ 
In a fadly-pleaiing;iirairt 
Let the-wa-rbling luts complain : 
Let the. loud trumpet. found, 
'Till the roofs all around 
The fhrill echoes rebound : 
While* in more lengthen'd notes, and flow, 
The deep, majcftic, folemn organs, blow. 
Hark ! the numbers, foft and clear, 
' Gently ileal upon the ear ; 
Now louder, and vet lpuder rife, 
And iiU with Jpr$ading founds the ikies ; 

G ^ TLxvisas^ 
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This the divine Cecilia found, 
And to her Maker's praife connVd the- found. 
When the full organ jpins the tuneful quire, 

Th* immortal pow'rs incline their ear ; 
Borne on the fwelling notes our fouls afpire* 
While folcmn airs improve the facred fire; 

And Angels lean from heav'a to hear. 
Of Orpheus now no more let Poets tell, 
To bright Cecilia greater pow'r is given ^ 

His numbers rais'd a {hade from hell,, 
Her's lift the fouj to Heav'a* 
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SIX PASTORALS. 

^hefe are Mr. Gay's principal performance. They 
were originajty intended,. I fuppofe, as a bur- 
lefque on thofe of Philips ; but, perhaps without 
defigning it, he has hit the true fpirit of paitoral 
poetry. In faft, he more refembles Theocritus 
than any other Englifh pafloral" writer whatfo- 
ever. There runs through the whole a flrain of 
ruftic pleafantry which fhould ever diftinguiih, 
this fpecies of compofition ; but how far the an- 
tiquated expreflions ufed here may contribute to 
the humour,. I will not determine ; for my own 
part, I could wi& the fimplicity were prefervedi 
without recurring to fuch obfolete antiquity for 
the manner of exprefling it. 

MONDAY; 
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THE SQUABBL 



LOBBIN CLOUT, CUDDY, CLODDIPOLE, 

Lobbin Clout. 

THY younglings, Cuddy, are, but juft awa 
No thruftles fhrill the bramole buih forfa 
No chirping Jark the welkin fheen invokes, 
No damfel yet the fwelling udder ftrokes ; 
O'er yonder hill does fcant the dawn appear, 
Then why does Cuddy leave his cott fo rear ? 

Cuddy. 

Ah Lobbin Clout ! I ween, my plight is guei 
for, he that loves, a ftranger is to red y 
If fwains bclye not, thou hail prov'd the fmart, 
And Blouzelinda's miftrefs of thy heart. 
This rifing rear betokeneth well thy mind, 
Thofe arms are folded for thy Blouzelind. 
And well, I trow, our piteous plights agree, 
Thee Blouzelinda finites, Buxoma me. 
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p. 

Lobbin Clout. 

Ah Blouzelind ! I love thee more by half, 
Than does their fawns, or cows the new-fall'n calf : 
woe worth the tongue ! may blifters fore it gall, 
■*hat names Buxoma Blouzelind withaL 

Cuddy, 

Hold, witlefs Lobbin Clout, I thee advife, 
^ e ft blifters fore on thy own tongue arife. 
**° yonder Cloddipole, the blithfome fwain, 
****e wifeft lout of all the neighb'ring plain ! 
^om Cloddipole we learnt to read the Ikies, 
*\> know when hail will fall, or winds arife. 
*le taught us erft the heifer's tale to view ; 
^Vhen (luck aloft, that ihow'rs would flrait enfue : 
l-Je firft that ufeful fecret did explain, 
That pricking corns foretold the gath'ring rain. 
'When fwallows fleet foar high, and fport in air, 
He told us that the welkin would be clear : 
Let Cloddipole, then, hear us twain rehearfe. 
And praife his ftoeetheart in alternate verfe., 
I'll wager this fame oaken Half with thee, 
That Cloddipole fhall give the prize to me. 

Lobbin Clout. 

See this tobacco-pouch, that's lin'd with hair, 
Made of the (kin of fleekefl fallow-deer. 
This pouch, that's ty'd with tape of reddeft hue, 
I'll wager, that the prize fhall be my due. 

C T3 \> v v* 
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T U E S D A 

O R, 

THE D I T T 

Marian. 

YOUNG Collin Clout, a lad of pccrlcfs mee 
Full well could dance, and deftly tune the ree» 
In ev'ry wood his carols fweet were known. 
At ev'ry wake his nimble feats were fhown. 
When in the ring the ruftic routs he threw, 
The damfels pleafures with his conquefts grew ; 
Or when, aflant, the cudgel threats his head. 
His danger fmites the bread of every maid ; 
But chief of Marian : Marian lov'd the fwain, 
The parfon's maid, and neateft of the plain. 
Marian, that foft could ftroke the udder'd cow, 
Or leflen with her fieve the barley mow ; 
Marbled with fage the hardened cheefe fhe prefs'd, 
And yellow butter Marian's (kill confefs'd 5 
But Marian now, devoid of country cares, 
Nor yellow butter, nor fage cheefe, prepares : 
For yearning love the witlefs maid employs, 
And love, fay fwains, all bufie heed deltroys* 
Collin makes mock at all her piteous fmart, 
A hs, that Cic'ly hight, had won his heart ; 

Cvfi\ 
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! CMy, the weftern lafs, that tends the kee, 
t* M^ie rival of the parfon's maid was lhe. 
m h dreary (hade now Marian lies along, 

And, mix'd with fighs, thus wails in plaining fong* 
Ah woful day ! ah woful noon and mom ! 
When firft by thee my youngliugs white were fhorn, 
Then, firft, I ween, I caft a lover's eye ; 
My flieep were filly, but more filly I ; 
Beneath the fhears they felt no lading fmart ; 
They loft but fleeces, while I loft a heart. 

Ah Collin ! canft thou leave thy fweetheart true ? 
^hat I have done for thee will Cic'ly do ? 
^Nill (he thy linen warn, or hofen darn, 
-And knit thee gloves made of her own-fpun yarn ? 
Will (he with hufwife's hand provide thy meat, 
And ev'ry Sunday morn thy neckcloth plait ? 
Which o'er thy kerfey doublet fpreading wide, 
In fcrvice time drew Cic'ly's eyes afide. 
Wherc-e'er I gad I cannot hide my care, 
My new difafters in my look appear. 
White as the curd my ruddy cheek is grown, 
So thin my features. that I'm hardly known ; 
Our neighbours tell me oft, in joking talk, 
Of allies, leather, oatmeal, bran, and chalk; 
Unwittingly of Marian they divine, 
And wift not that with thoughtful love I pine. 
Yet Collin Clout, untoward fhepherd fwain, 
Walks whittling blithe, while pitiful I plain. 
Whilom with thee 'twas Marian's dear delight 
To moil all day, and merry-make at night ; 

If 
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Cuddy. 

Begin thy carrols, then, thcu vaunting flocch; 
Be thine the oaken ftaff, or mine the pouch, 

Lobbin Clout. 

My Blouzelinda is the blitheft lafs, 
Than primrofe fweeter, or the clover-grafs. 
Fair is the king-cup that in meadow blows, 
Fair is the daifie that befide her grows ; 
Fair is the gilliflower, of gardens fweet, 
Fair is the mary-gold, for pottage meet.. 
*Eut Blotfzelind's than gilliflow'r more fair, 
Than daifie, mary-gold, or king-cup rare. 

Cuddy. 

My brown Buxoma is the feat eft maid, 
That e'er at wake delightfome gambol play'd. 
Clean as young lambkins, or the goofe's down,, 
And like the goldfinch in her Sunday gown. 
The witlefs lamb may fpor^upon the plain,. 
The frifking kid delight the gaping fwain,. 
The wanton calf may. fkip with many a bound,. 
And my cur Tray play defteft feats around ; 
But neither lamb, nor kid, nor calf, nor Tray,, 
Dance like Buxoma on the fir ft of May. 

Lobbin Clout.. 
Sweet is my toil when Blouzelind is near ; 

*i 

Of her bereft *tis winter all the year. 
With her, no fultry fummer's heat I know ; 
In whiter, when flic's nigh, vdxh\o\*I ^o\*% 
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ie, Bloiizelinda, eafe thy fwain's defire, 
fummer's fhadow, and my winter's fire I 

Cuddy. 

s with Buxoma, once, I work'd at hay, 
1 noon-tide labour feem'd an holiday ; 

holidays, if haply; fhe were; gone, 
: worky-days, I wifh'd would foon be done, 
x>ns, O fweet-heart kind, my love repay, 

all the year mail then be holiday. 

* 

LOBBIN Cj-OUT.] 

s Blouzelinda, in a gamefome mood, 
nd a haycock loudly laughing flood, . 
y ran, and fnatch'd a hafty kifs, 
wip'd her lips, nor took it much amifs. . 
iveme, Caddy, while Pm bold to fay, 
breath was fweeter than the ripen'd hay. 

Cuddy* 

3 my Buxoma, in a morning fair, 
1 gentle finger ftrok'd her milky care, 
nntly ftole a kifs ; at firft, 'tis true, 
frown'd, yet, after, granted Qne or two. 
>in, I fwear, believe who will my vows, 
breath by far excell'd the breathing cows. 

Lob bin Clout*} 

;ek to the Welch, to Dutchmen* butter's dear, 
rifh fwains potatoe is the chear ; . i. 
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TUESDAY; 

O R, 

THE DITTY. 

Marian. 

YOUNG Collin Clout, a lad of pccrlcfs meed, 
Full well could dance, and deftly tune the reed ; 
In ev'ry wood his carols fweet were known, 
At ev'ry wake his nimble feats were fhown. 
When in the ring the ruftic routs he threw, 
The damfels pleafures with his conquefts grew ; 
Or when, aflant, the cudgel threats his head, 
His danger fmites the bread of every maid ; 
But chief of Marian : Marian lov'd the fwain, 
The parfon's maid, and neateft of the plain. 
Marian, that fofr could ftroke the udder'd cow, 
Or leffen with her fieve the barley mow ; 
Marbled with fage the harden' d cheefe fhe preft'd, 
And yellow butter Marian's fkill confefs'd 5 
But Marian now, devoid of country cares, 
Nor yellow butter, nor fage cheefe, prepares : 
For yearnipg love the witlefs maid employs, 
And love, fay fwains, all bufie heed deftroys. 
Collin makes mock at all her piteous fmart* 
A las, that Cic'ly bight, had won his heart ; 
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y, the weftern lafs, that tends the kee, 
rival of the parfon's maid was (he. 
•eary (hade now Marian lies along, 

mix'd with fighs, thus wails in plaining fong* 
/oful day ! ah wofal noon and morn ! 
a firft by thee my younglings white were (horn* 
1, firft, I ween, I caft a lover's eye ; 
Keep were filly, but more filly I ; 
ath the (hears they felt no lading fmart ; 
- loft but fleeces, while I loft a heart. 

I Collin ! canft thou leave thy fweetheart true ? 

I I have done for thee will Cic'ly do ? 
(he thy linen wa(h, or hofen darn, 

knit thee gloves made of her own-fpun yarn ? 
(he with hufwife's hand provide thy meat, ' 
ev'ry Sunday morn thy neckcloth plait ? 
:h o'er thy kerfey doublet fpreading wide, 
rvice time drew Cic'ly's eyes afide. 
re-e'er I gad I cannot hide my care, 
lew difafters in my look appear. 
>e as the curd my ruddy cheek is grown, 
lin my features. that I'm hardly known ; 
neighbours tell me oft, in joking talk, 
fhes, leather, oatmeal, bran, and chalk ; 
ittingly of Marian they divine, 
will not that with thoughtful love I pine* 
Collin Clout, untoward (hepherd fwain, 
ks whittling blithe, while pitiful I plain, 
lorn with thee 'twas Marian's dear delight 
noil all day, and merry-make at night ; 
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If in the foil you guide the crooked (hare, 
Your early breakfaft is my conftant care. 
And when, with even hand, you ftrow the grain, 
I fright the thievifli rooks from off the plain. 
In mifling days when I my threfher heard, 
With nappy beer I to the barn repair'd ; 
Loft in the muiic of the whirling flail, 
To gaze on thee I left the fmoaking pail : 
In harveft, when the fun was mounted high. 
My leathern bottle did thy drought fupply ; 
When-e'er you mow'd I follow'd with the rake, 
And have, full oft, been fun-burnt for thy fake ; 
When in the welkin gathering fhow'rs were feen, 
I lagg'd the laft with Collin on the green ; 
And when, at eve, returning with thy carr, 
Awaiting heard the gingling bells from far, 
Strait on the fire the footy pot I plac'd ; 
To warm thy broth I burnt my hands for hafte. 
When, hungry, thou ftood'ft flaring, like an oaf, 
I flic'd the lunceon from the barley loaf, 
With crumbled bread I thicken'd well thy mefs: 
Ah, love me more, or love thy pottage lefs ! 

Laft Friday's eve, when, as the fun was fet, 
I, near yon ftile, three fallow gypfies met. 
Upon my hand they caft a poring look, 
Bid me beware, and thrice their heads they fhook; 
They faid, that many crofles I muft prove, 
Some in my wordly gain, but moft in love. 
Next morn I mifs'd three hens and our old cock, 
And off the hedge two pinners and a fmock. 
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thefe lofles with a chriilian mind, 
10 mifhaps could feel, while thou wert kind, 
ace, alas ! I grew ray Collin's (corn, «. - 
nown no pleafure, night, or noon, or morn* 
ne, ye gypfies, bring him home again, 
to a conftant lafs, give back her fwain. 
[ not fat with thee full many a night, 
dying embers were our only light, 
ev'ry creature did in flumbers lie, 
3 our cat, my Collin CJout, and I ? 
rubious thoughts the cat or Collin move, 
I alone am kept awake by love, 
nember, Collin, when at laft year's wake, 
;ht the coftly prefent for thy fake ; 
it thou fpell o'er the pofie on thy knife, 
fith another change thy ftate of life ? 
u forget'ft, I wot, 1 can repeat ; 
emory can tell the verfe fo fweet. 
this is grav'd upon this knife of thine, 
is thy image on this heart of mine." 
oe is me! Such prefents lucklefs prove; 
nives, they tell me, always fever love, 
is Marian waiPd, her eyes with tears brimfull, 
goody Debbins brought her cow to bull, 
apron blue to dry her tears fhe fought, 
faw the cow well ferv'd, and took a groat. 
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WEDNESDAY; 

O R, 

THE DUMPS, 

Sparabella. 

THE wailings of a maiden I recite, 
A maiden fair, that Sparabella hight. 
Such drains ne'er warble in the linnet's throat, 
Nor the gay goldfinch ch aunts fo fweet a note. 
No magpye chattcr'd, nor the painted jay, 
No ox was heard to low, nor afs to bray; 
No rufling breezes play'd the leaves among, 
While thus her madrigal the damfel fung. 
Awhile, O D'Urfey, lend an ear or twain, 
Nor, though in homely guife, my verfe difdain ; 
Whether thou feek'ft new kingdoms in the fun, 
Whether thy mufe does at Newmarket run, 
Or does with goffips at a feaft regale, 
And heighten her conceits with fack and ale ; 
Or elfe, at wakes, with Joan and Hodge rejoice, 
Where D'Urfey's lyrics fwell in ev'ry voice ; 
Yet fufier me, thou bard oif wond'rous meed, 
Amid thy bays to weave this rural weed. 

Now the fun drove adown the weftern road, 
And oxen laid at reft forget the goad ; 
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1 clown fatiga'd trudg'd homeward with hit fpade, 
rofs die meadows ftretch'd the* lengthen'd fhade : 
hen Sparabella, peniive and forlorn, 
ike with yearning love and labour worn, 
jan'd on her rake, and* ftrait, with doleful guife, 
id this fad plaint in mournful notes devife. 
Come night, as dark as pitch, fuxround my head, 
rom Sparabella Bumkinet is fled ; 
'he ribbon that his val'rous cudgel won, 
aft Sunday happier Clumfilis put on* 
ure, if he'd eyes (but love, they fay, hat none) 
whilom by that ribbon had been known. 4§|fe 

lh, well a-day, I'm fhent with baneful fmart, ^^r' 
or with that ribbon he beftow'd his heart* 
My plaint, ye lafles, with this burthen aid, 
Hs hard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 
Shall heavy Clumfilis with me compare ? 
iew this, ye lovers, and like me defpair. 
er blubber 'd lip by fmutty pipes is worn, 
nd in her breath tobacco whiiFs are born ; 
he cleanly cheefe-prefs fhe could never turn, 
er aukward fift did ne'er employ the churn ; 
e'er flie brew'd, the drink wou'd ftrait go four, 
tfore it ever felt the thunder's power : 
hufwifry the dowdy creature knew $ 
o fum up all, her tongue confefs'd the fhrew. 
My plaint, ye lafles, with this burthen aid, 
'is hard fo true a damfel dies a maid* -A 

1 

I've often feen my.vifage in yon lake. 

or are my features of the homclieifc make* 

Vol. L H *T\fl»fc 
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Though Clumfilis may boaft a whiter dye, 
Yet the black floe turns in my rolling eye ; 
And faireft bloffoms drop with ev'ry blaft ; 
But the brown beauty will like hollies laft. 
Her wan complexion's like the wither'd leek, 
While Katherine pears adorn my ruddy check. 
Yet ihe, alas ! the witlefs lout hath won ; 
And, by her gain, poor Sparabell's undone ! 
Let hares and hounds in coupling ftraps unite, 
The clocking hen make friendfhip with the kite ; 
Let the fox finiply wear the nuptial noofe, 
And join in wedlock with the waddling goofe ; 
For love hath brought a ftranger thing to pafs, 
The faireft fhepherd weds the fouleft lafs. 

My plaint, ye laiTes, with this burthen aid, 
'Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 

Sooner fhall cats dilport in waters clear, * 
And fpeckled mackrels graze the meadows fair, 
Sooner fhall fcrecch-owls balk in funny day, 
And the flow afs on trees, like fquirrels, play; 
Sooner (hall fnails on infect pinions rove, 
Than I forget my fliepherd's wonted love. 

My plaint, ye lafles, with this burthen aid, 
'Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 

Ah ! didft thou know what proffers I withftood, 
"When late I met the fquire in yonder wood ! 
To me he fped, regardlefs of his game, 
While all my cheek was glowing red with fliame ; 
My lip he kifs'd, and prais'd my healthful look, 
Then frwn his purfe of (ilk a gpmtfetaftk* 
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ly hand he forc'd the tempting gold, 

: I with modeft ftruggling broke his hold. 

ore that Dick, in liv'ry ftrip'd with lace, 

1 wed me foon, to keep me from difgrace; 

nor footman priz'd, nor golden fee ; 

hat is lace, or gold, compar'd to thee ? 

plaint, ye lafTes, with this burthen aid, 

ard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 

v plain I ken whence Love his rife begun, 

le was born fome bloody butcher's fon, 

ip in fhambles, where our younglings flain, 

tught him mifchief, and to fport with pain. 

ather only filly fheep annoys, 

3n the fillier fhepherdefs deftroys. 1 

fon or father greater mifchief do ? 

re is cruel, fo the fon is too. 

plaint, ye lafTes, with this burthen aid, 

ard fo true a damfel dies a maid. 

ewel, ye woods, ye meads, ye flreams that flow; 

den death fhall rid me of my woe. 

penknife, keen, my windpipe fhall divide. 

, fhall I fall as fqueaking pigs have dy'dl 

—To fome tree this carcafe I'll fufpend. 

orrying curs find fuch untimely end ! 

eed me to the pond, where the high ftool 

e long plank hangs o'er the muddy pool, 

ftool, the dread of every fcolding quean ; 

lure a lover fhould not dye fo mean ? 

: plac'd aloft, I'll rave and rail by fits, 

?h all the parlSh fay I've loft my mu*, 

Hz K^ 
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- And thence, if courage holds, myfelf I'll throw* 
And quench my paflion in the lake below. 

Ye lades, eafc your burthen, ceafc to moan, 
And, by my cafe forewarn'd, go mind your own. 

The fun was fet ; the night came on a-pace, 
And falling dews bewet around the place ; 
The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings,. 
And the hoarfe owl his woeful dirges fings ; 
The prudent maiden deems it now too late, 
And, till to-morrow comes, defers her fate. 
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\ 
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THURSDAY; 



O R, 



THE SPELL. 



HOBNELIA. 

HOBNELJA, feated in a dreary vale, 
In peniive mood rehears'd her piteous tale ; 
Her piteous tale the winds in fighs bemoan. 
And pining eccho anfwers groan for groan* 

I rue the day, a rueful day I trow ; 
The woful day ; a day, indeed, of woe ! 
When Lubberkin to town his cattle drove, 
A maiden fine bedight he happ'd to love ; 
The maiden fine bedight his love retains. 
And for the village he forfakes the plains. 
Return, my Lubberkin, thefe ditties hear; 
Spells will I try, and fpells (hall eafe my care* 

With my fharp heel I three times mark the ground* 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 

When firft the year, I heard the cuckow ling, 
And call with welcome note the budding fpririg, 
I ftrartway fet a running with fuch hafte, 
Deb'rah, that won the fmock, fcarce ran fo faft. 
'Till fpent for lack of breath, quite weary grown, 
Upon a riGng bank I fat adown, 

H i Twsfc 
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Then doff 'd my (hoe, and, by my troth, I fwcar, 
Therein I fpy'd this yellow frizled hair, 
As like to Lubberkin's in curl and hue, 
As if upon his comely pate it grew. 

With my fharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around* 

At eve laft midfummer no fleep I fought, 
But to the field a bag of hemp-feed brought, 
I fcattered round the feed on every fide, 
And three times, in a trembling accent, cry'd, 
*' Tliis hemp-feed with my virgin hand I fow, 
" Who fhall my true-love be, the crop {hall mow." 
I flrait look'd back, and, if my eyes fpeak truth, 
With his keen fcythe behind me came the youth. 

With my fharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 

Laft Valentine, the day when birds of kind 
Their paramours with mutual chirpings find; 
I rearly rofe, juft at the break of day, 
Before the fun had chas'd the ftars away ;. 
A-field I went, amid the morning dew* 
To milk ^y kine (for fo fhould hufwives do) 
TJiee firft I fpy'd ; and the firft fwain we fee, 
In fpiteof fortune, fhall our true-love be; 
See, Lubberkin, each bird his partner take ; 
And canfl thou, then, thy fweetheart dear fbrfake? 

With my fharp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 

I^ift May-day fair I fearch'd to find a fnail 
That might my fecret lover's uanjve reveal y 
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Upon a goofeberry bufh a fnail I found, 

For, always, fnails near fweetefl fruit abound* 

I feiz'd the vermin, home I quickly fped, 

And on the hearth the milk-white embers fpread. 

Slow crawl'd the fnail, and, if I right can fpell, 

In the foft afhes mark'd a curious L : 

Oh, may this wond'rous omen lucky prove ! 

For L is found in Lubberkin and Love. 

With my (harp heel I three times mark the ground^ 
And turn me thrice around, aronnd, around. 

Two hazle nuts I threw into the flame, 
And to each nut I gave a fweet-heart's name. 
This with the loudeft bounce me fore amaz'd, 
That in a flame of brighteil colour blaz'd. 
As blaz'd the nut £b may thy paflion grow; 
For 'twas thy nut that did fo brightly glow. 

With my (harp heel I three times mark the ground,. 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 

As peafcods once I pluck'd, I chane'd to fee 
One that was clofely fill'd with three times three, 
Which when I cropp'd I fafely home convey'd, 
And o'er the door the fpell in fecret laid ; 
My wheel I tu.rn'd, and fung a ballad new, 
While from the fpindle I the fleeces drew ; 
The latch mov'd up, when who fhould firft come in*. 

But, in his proper perfon, Lubberkin. 

I broke my yarn, furpris'd the fight to fee ; 
Sure fign that he would break his word with me* 
Eftfoons I join'd it with my wonted flight ; v 
So may again his love with mine unite 1. 

H \ With 
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With my (harp heel I three times mark the grand, 
And tarn me thrice around, around, around. 

This Lady-fly I take from off the graft, 
Whole (potted back might fcarlet red furpafs. 
" Fly, Lady-bird, north, fouth, or eaft or wet, 
" Fly where the man is found that I love heft." 
He leaves my hand ! fee, to the weft he's flown. 
To call my true-love from the faithlefs town. 

With my (harp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around* 

I pare this pippin round and round again, 
My (hepherd's name to flouriih on the plain. 
I fling th' unbroken paring o'er my head. 
Upon the grafs a per fed L is read ; 
Yet on my heart a fairer L is feen 
Than what the paring marks upon the greet* 

With my (harp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around* 

This pippin (hall another tryal make; - 
See from the core two kernels brown I take ; 
This on my cheek for Lubber kin is worn, 
And Boobyclod on t'other fide is born. 
But Boobyclod foon drops upon the ground, 
A certain token that his love's unfound, 
While Lubberkin iticks firmly to the laft ; 
Oh were his lips to mine but joia'd (b faft ! 

With my (harp heel I three times mark the ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around* 

As Lubberkin once dept beneath a tree, 
I twitch'd his dangling garter from his knee j 
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I not when the hempen firing I drew, 
line I quickly doff, of inkle blue ; 
ler fall I tye the garters twain, 
tfhile I knit the knot, repeat the ilrain : 
;e times a true-love's knot I tye fee are ; 
1 be the knot, firm may his love endure." 
1 my (harp heel I three times mark the ground, 
trn me thrice arourfd, around, around. 

was wont, I trudg'd lafl market-day 
m 9 with new-laid eggs preferv'd in hay. 

my market long before 'twas night; 
rfe grew heavy and my bafket light. 

the 'pothecary's (hop I went, 

1 love-powder all my money fpent; 
what will, next Sunday, after prayers, 
to the alehoute Lubberkin repairs, 
golden flies into his mug I'll throw, 

on the fwain with fervent love Hull glow. 
1 my (harp heel I three times mark the ground, 
rn me thrice around, around, around. 
nold> ourLightfoot barks, and cocks his ears, 
►nder flile fee Lubberkin appears, 
tes, he comes, Hobuelia's not bewray'd, 
dl (he, crown'd with willow, die a maid. 
r$, he fwears, he'll give me a green gown ; 
rt 1 fail adown, adown, adown.; 



.* 
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THE DIRGE. 



BUMKINET, GRUBBINQL. 
BUMKINBT. 

WHY, Grubbinol, doft thou fo wiftful 4 fccm ? 
There's farrow in thy look, if right I dfcem. 
'Tis true, yon oaks with yellow tops appear. 
And chilly blafts begin to nip the year ; 
From the tall elm a ihower of leaves is born,. 
And their loft beauty riven beeches mourn. 
Yet ev'n this feafon pleafarfce blith affords, 
Now, the fqueez'd prefs foams with pur apple hoards. 
Come, let us hye, and quaff a cheary bowl, 
Let cyder now waih forrow from thy foul. 

Grubbinol* 

Ah Bumkinet ! fince thou from hence wert gone, 
From thefe fad plains all merriment is flown; 
Should I reveal my grief 'twould fpoil thy chear, 
And make thine eye o'crflow with many a tear. 
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BUMKINET. 

[ang forrow ! Let's to yonder hut repair, 

i, with trim fonnets, cad away our care. 

: lian of Croydon well thy pipe can play ; 

tou fing'ft, mod fweet, O'er hills and far away, 
f Patient Griflel I devife to Zing, 
>nd catches quaint (hall make the vallies ring. 
Jome, Grubbinol, beneath this fhelter, come, 
From hence we view our flocks fecurely roam. 

Grubbinol; 

Yes, blithefome lad, a tale I mean to fing, 
But with my woe ft) all diftant vallies ring, 
The tale fhall make our kidlings droop their head ; 
For, woe is me !— our Blouzelind is dead. 

BUMKINET. 

Is Blouzelinda dead ? farewel my glee ! 
No happinefs is now referv'd for me. 
As the wood pigeon cooes without his mate, 
So fhall my doleful dirge bewail her fate. 
Of Blouzelinda fair I mean to tell* 
The peerlefs maid that did all maids excel. 

Henceforth, the morn fhall dewy forrow fhed, 
And ev'ning tears upon the grafs be fpread ; 
The rolling ftreams with wat'ry grief fhall flow, 
And winds fhall moan aloud — when loud they blow 
Henceforth, as oft as autumn fhall return, 
The dropping trees, whene'er it rains, fhall mourn 
This feafon quite fhall ftrip the country's pride; 
For 'twas in Autumn Blouzelinda dy'd 

H6 Wher 
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Where'er I gad, I Blouzelind (hall view, 
Woods, dairy, barn, and mows, our paffion knew* 
When I direft my eyes to yonder wood, 
Frcfh rifing forrow curdles in my blood. 
Thither I've often been the damfel's guide* 
W r hen rotten fticks our fuel have fupply'd ; 
There I remember how her faggots large, 
' Were frequently thefe happy moulders charge. 
Sometimes this crook drew hazel boughs adown, 
And ftrff'd her apron wide with nuts fo brown; 
Or, when her feeding hogs had mifs'd their way, 
Cr Wfcllc wirg 'mid a feaft of acorns lay ; 
Th' untoward creatures to the ftye I drove, 
And whittled all the way— or told my love. 

If by the dairy's hatch I chance to hie,. 
I mall her goodly countenance efpy ; 
For there her goodly countenance I've feen, 
Set off with kerchief ttarch'd and pinners clean. 
Sometimes, like wax, Hie rolls the butter round, 
Or with the wooden lilly prints the pound. 
Whilom I've feen her fkim the clouted cream, 
And prefs from fpongy curds the milky ttreaxa, 
But now, alas I thefe ears mail hear no more 
The whining fwine furround the dairy door, 
No more lier care (hail fill the hollow tray, 
To fat the guzzling hogs with floods of whey* 
Lament, ye fwinc, in gruntings fpend your grief,, 
For you, like me, have left your fole relief. 
When in the barn the founding flail I ply, 
Where, from her fieve, th« chaff wa* wont to &y, 
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poultry there will feem around to (land, 
ing npon her charitable hand, 
iccour meet the poultry now can find, 
ley, like me, have loft their Blouzelind. 
lenever by yon barley mow I pafs 
1 my eyes will trip the tidy lafs. 
i'd the iheaves (oh could I do fo now) 
1 fhe in rows pil'd on the growing mow. 
every deale my heart by love was gain'd, 
the fweet kifs my court(hip has explained, 
louzelind! that mow I ne'er fhall fee, 
y memorial will revive in me. 
lent, ye fields, and rueful fy mptoms fhow \ 
forth, let not the fmelling primrofe grow ; 
reds, inftead of butter-flowers, appear, 
teads, inftead of daiiies, hemlock bear ; 
ivftips fweet let dandelion fpread, 
mzelinda, blithfome maid, is dead! 
t, ye fwains, and o'er her grave bemoan, 
ell ye right this verfe upon her ftone ; 
Qlouzelinda lies — Alas, alas ! 
p, fhepherds,— and remember fleih is graft, 

GftVBBIKOL. 

It thy ibngs are fweeter to mine ear, 
to the thirfty cattle, rivers clear ; 
»r porridge to the lab'rrag youth, 
> and fugar to the damfel's tooth ; 
uzelinda's name fhall tune my lay ; 
I'll £ng for ever aiuHbr aye. 
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Thus wail'd the louts in melancholy {train. 
Till bonny Sufan fped a-crofs the plain ; 
They feiz'd the la&, in apron clean array'd, 
And to the ale-houfe forc'd the willing maid : 
In ale and kifles they forget their cares, 
And Sufan Bloozelinda's lofs repairs. 
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SATURDAY; 

O R, 

*^HE FLIGHTS* 

<BoWZTBBUS. 

SUBLIMER ftrains, O ruftic mufe, prepare ; 
Forget, a- while, the barn and dairy's care ; 
Thy homely voice to loftier numbers raife ; 
The drunkard's flights require fonorous lays, 
With Bowzybeus fongs exalt thy verfe, 
While rocks and woods the various notes rehearfe. 

Twas in the feafbn when the reapers toil 
Of the ripe harveft 'gan to rid the foil ; 
Wide through the field was feen a goodly rout, 
Clean damfels bound the gathered (heafs about ; 
The lads, with fharpen'd hook and fweating brow, 
Cut down the labours of the winter plow. 
To the near hedge young Sufan fteps aiide, 
She feign'd her coat or garter was unty'd, 
Whate'er flie did, (he ftoop'd adown unfeen, 
And merry reapers, what they lift, will ween. 
Soon me rofe up, and cry'd with voice fo (brill, 
That echo anfwer'd from the diftant hill ; 
The youths and damfels ran to Sufan's aid, 
Who thought fame adder had the 1*6 difmay'd. 
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When fa ft aflcep they Bowzybeus fpy'd, 
His hat and oaken ftalf lav clofe befide. 
That Bowzybeus who could fweetly Zing, 
Or, with the roiin'd bow, torment the firing : 
That Bowzybeus who, with finger's fpeed, 
Could call foft warblings from the breathing reed J 
That Bowzybeus who, with jocund tongue, 
Ballads, and roundelays, and catches fung. 
They loudly laugh to fee the damfel's fright, 
And in difport furround the drunken wight. 

Ah, Bowzybee, why didft thou flay folong? 
The. mugs were large, the drink was wond'rou6 ftrong! 
Thou fhould'ft have left the fair before 'twas night, 
But thou fat'fl toping, till the morning light. 

Cic'ly, brilk maid, Hep* forth before the rout, 
And kifs'd with fmacking lip, the fnoring lout ; 
For cuftom fays, " Whoe'er this venture proves, 
For fuch a kifs demands a pair of gloves." 
By her example Dorcas bolder grows, 
And plays a tickling draw within his note* 
He rubs his noftril, and, in wonted joke, 
The fneering fwains with ftamm'ring fpeech befpokc 
" To you, my lads, I'll fing my carrols o'er ; 
As for the maids— —I've fomething elfe in (lore. 

No fooner 'gan he raife his tuneful fong, 
But lads and lafles round about him throng. 
Not ballad-finger, plac'd above the crowd, 
Sings with a note fo thrilling fweet and loud, 
Nor parifh-clerk, who calls the pfalm fo clear, 
Like Bowzybeus fooths th' attentive ear.. 
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Of nature's laws his carols iiril b?gun, 
Why the grave owl can never face the fun. 
For owls, as fwains obferve, dcteil the light, 
And only fing and feek their prey by night. 
How turnips hide their fwelling heads below, 
And how the doling colworts upwards grow ; 
How Will-a- Wifp mifleads night-faring clowns, 
O'er hills, and finking bogs, and pathlefs downs. 
Of ftars he told, that Ihoot with ihining trail, 
And of the glow-worms light that gilds his tail. 
He fung, where wood-cocks in the fummer feed, 
And in what climates they renew their breed ; 
Some think to northern coalls their flight they tend, 
Or to the moon, in midnight hours, afcend. 
Where fwallows in the winter's feafon keep. 
And how the drowfy bat and dormoufe fleep. 
How nature does the puppy's eyelid clofe, 
Till the bright fun has nine times fet and rofe ; 
For huntfmen, by their long experience find, 
That puppies, ftill, nine rolling funs are blind. 

Now he goes on, and tings of fairs and Ihows ; 
For ftill new fairs before his eyes arofe. 
How pedlars flails with glitt'ring toys are laid, 
The various fairings of the country-maid. 
Long filken laces hang upon the twine, 
And rows of pins and amber bracelets fhine ; 
How the tight lafs knives, combs, and fcilfars fpies, 
And looks on thimbles with defiring eyes. 
Of lott'ries, next, with tuneful note, he told, 
Where filver ipoons are won, and rings of gold. 
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The lads and lafles trudge the ftreet along, 
And all the fair is cronded in his ibng. 
The mountebank now treads the ftafge, and feHs 
His pills, his balfams and his ague-fpclls ; 
Now o'er and o'er the nimble tumbler fprings, 
And on the rope the vent'rous maiden fwings ; 
Jack Pudding, in his party-colour'd jacket, 
Tofles the glove, and jokes at every packet. 
Of Raree-fhows he fung, and Punch's feats, 
Of pockets pick'd in crowds, and various cheats. 

Then fad he fung, The Children in the Wood* 
Ah barb'rous uncle, ftain'd with infant blood ; 
How blackberries they pluck'd in defarts wild, 
And, fearlef9, at the glittering fauchion TtniYdt 
Their little corps the robin-red-brcafb found, 
And itrew'd, with pious bill, the leaves around. 
*Ah gentle birds ! if this verfe lafts fb long, 
Your names mail live for ever in my fong. 

For buxom Joan he fung the doubtful ftrife, 
How the fly failor made the maid a wife. 
To louder drains he rais'd his voice, to tell 
What woeful wars in Chevy- chace befel, 
When " Piercy drove the deer with hound and horn, 
Wars to be wept by children yet unborn !" 
Ah With'rington, more years thy life had crown'd, 
If thou hadft never heard the horn or hound ! 
Yet (hall the 'fquire who fought on bloody flumps, 
Byfuture bards be wail'd in doleful dumps. 

All in the land of EfTex next he chaunts, 

. How to /leek mares ftarch Quakers xuttv ^\\?lt*xv\ 
1 Wa> 
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>w the grave brother flood on bank fo green* 

appy for him if mares had never been ! 

Then he was feiz'd with a religious qualm, 
.nd, on a Aid den, fung the hundredth pfalm. 

He fung of Taffcy Welch, and Sawney Scot, 
willy-bollero, and the Irifh Trot. 
Why mould I tell of Bateman or of Shore, 
Or Wantley's dragon flain by valiant Moore, 
The bower of Rofamond, or Robin Hood, 
And how the grafs now grows where Troy town flood ? 

His carrols ceas'd : the lift'ning maids and fwains 
Seem Mil to hear fome foft imperfect {trains. 
Sudden he rofe ; and, as he reels along, 
Swears kites fwect mould well reward his fong. 
The damfels laughing fly : the giddy clown 
Again upon a wheatfheaf drops adown ; 
The pow'r that guards the drunk his deep attends. 
Till, ruddy, like his face, the fun defcends. 



MAC 
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MAC FLECKNOE. 

The fevcrity of this fatirc, and the excellence of its 
verification, give it a diftinguifhed rank in tliis 
fpecies of compofition. At prefent, an ordinary 
reader would fcarce fuppofe that Shadvvell, who 
is here meant by Mac Flecknoe, was worth being 
chaftifed, and that Dryden's defending to fuch 
game was like an eagle's itooping to catch flies. 
The truth, however, is, Shadwell, at one time, 
held divided reputation with this great poet. 
Every age produces its faflrionablc dunces, who, 
by following the tranfient topic, or humour, of 
the day, fupply talkative ignorance with materials 
for convcrfation. 

AL L human things are fubjecl to decay, 
And, when Fate fummons,monarchsmuftobcy. 
This Flecknoe found, who, like Auguftus, young 
Was call'd to empire, and had govern'd long ; 
In profe and verfe was own'd, without difpute, 
Through all the realms of Nonfenfe, abfolute. 
This aged prince, now flourifhing in peace, 
And blefs'd with iflue*of a large increafe 5 
Worn out with bufinefs, did, at length debate 
To fettle the fucceflion of the ftate : 
And pond'ring which, of all his fons, was fit 
To reign, and wage immortal war with Wit, 
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Cry'd, *Tis rcfolvM ; for Nature pleads, that he 
Should only rule, who moil refembles me. 
Sh— -, alone, my perfed image bears, 
JVfature in dulnefs from his tender years : 
Sh— , alone, of all my fons, was he, 
Who (lands confirmed in full ftupidity. 
The reft, to fome faint meaning make pretence ; 

But Sh never deviates into fenfe. 

Some beams of wit on other fouls may fall, 
Strike through, and make a lucid interval j 
But Sh '& genuine night admits no ray ; 
His rifing fogs prevail upon the day. 
Betides, his goodly fabric fills the eye, 
And feems defign'd for thoughtlefs majefty : 
Thoughtlefs as monarch oaks, that {hade the plain. 
And, fpread in folemn Hate, fupinely reign. 
Hey wood and Shirley were but types of thee, 
Thou laft great prophet of Tautology. 
Ev'n I, a dunce of more renown than they, 
Was fent before but to prepare thy way ; 
And, coarfely clad in Norwich drugget, came 
To teach the nations in thy greater name. 
My warbling lute, the lute I whilom fining, 
When to king John of Portugal I fung, 
Was but the prelude to that glorious day, 
When thou on filver Thames didft cut thy way, 
With well-tim'd oars, before the royal barge, 
Swell'd with the pride of thy celeftial charge ; 
And, big with hymn, commander of an hofl, 
The like was ne'er in Epfom blankets toft. 
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Methinks I fee the new Arion fail, 
"The lute ftill trembling underneath thy nail. 
At thy well-fharpen'd thumb, from more to fhore 
The trebles fqueak for fear, the bafes roar : 
Echoes from Pifling-AUey Sh— call, 
And Sh— — they refound from Afton-Hall. 
About thy boat the little fifties throng, 
As at the morning toaft that Boats along. 
Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious band, 
Thou wield'ft thy papers in thy threfhing hand. 
St. Andre's feet ne'er kept more equal time, 
Not ev'n the feet of thy own Pfyche's rhime : 
Though they in number as in fenfe excel ; 
So jufl, fo like Tautology they fell, 
That, pale with envy, Singleton forfwore 
The lute and fword, which he in triumph bore, 
And vow'd he ne'er wou'd aft Villerius more. 

Here ftopt the good old fire, and wept for joy, 
In filent raptures of the hopeful boy. 
All arguments, but mod his plays, perfuade, 
That for anointed dulnefs he was made. 
Clofe to the walls which fair A tig u it a bind, 
(The fair Augufta, much to fears inclin'd) 
An antient fabric, rais'd t' inform the fight, 
There flood of yore, and Barbican it hight ; 
A watch-tow'r once ; but now, fo fate ordains, 
Of all the pile an empty name remains : 
From its old ruins brothel- ho ufes rife, 
Scenes of lewd loves, and of polluted joys, 

Vol. I. I Wher« 
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Where their vail courts the mother-ftrumpets keep, 

And, undiiturb'd by watch, in filence fleep. 

Near thefe a nurfery erects its head, 

Where queens are form'd, and future heroes bred; 

Where unfledg'd actors learn to laugh and cry. 

Where infant punks their tender voices try, 

And little Maximins the Gods defy. 

Great Fletcher never treads in bufkins here, . 

Nor greater John fen dares in focks appear j 

But gentle Simkin juft reception finds 

Amidit this monument of vanifh'd minds : 

Pure clinches the fuburbian mufe affords, 

And Panton waging harmlefs war with words. 

Here Flecknoe, as a place to fame well known, 

Ambitioufly defign'd his Sh *s throne : 

For ancient Decker prophefy'd, long fince, 
That in this pile mould reign a mighty prince, 
Born fcr a fcourge of Wit, and flail of fenfe : 
To whom true dulnefs mould fome Pfyche's owe, 
But worlds of Mifers from his pen mould flow; 
Humourifts and Hypocrites it mould produce, 
Whole Raymond families, and tribes of Bruce. 
Now emprefs Fame had publifhM the renown 

Of Sh *s coronation through the town. 

Rouz'd by report of Fame, the nations meet, 
From near Bun-hill, and diftant Watling-ftreet. 
No Perfian carpets fpread th* imperial way, 
But fcatter'd limbs of mangled poets lay : 
From dufty fhops negle&ed authors come, 
Martyrs of pies, and reliques of the bum* 
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/f uch Heywood, Shirley, Ogleby, there lay ; 

tut loads of Sh— — almoft choak'd the way. 

lilk'd Stationers for yeomen flood prepar'd, 

\nd H— n was captain of the guard. 

rhe hoary prince in majefty appear 'd, 

High on a throne of his own labours rear'd. 

At his right hand our young Afcanius fate, 

Rome's other hope, and pillar of the ftate. 

His brows thick fogs, inftead of glories, grace, 

And lambent Dulnefs play'd around his face. 

As Hannibal did to the altars come, 

Swore by his fire a mortal foe to Rome ; 

So Sh fwore, nor mould his vow be vain, 

That he, till death, true dulnefs would maintain ; 

And, in his father's right, and rea'm's defence, 

Ne'er to have peace with wit, nor truce with fenfe. 

The king hirofelf the facrcd un&ion made, 

As king by office, and as prieft by trade. 

In his iinifler hand, in Head of ball, 

He plac'd a mighty mug of potent ale ; 

Love's kingdom to his right he did convey, 

At once his fceptre, and his rule of fway ; 

Whofe righteous lore the prince had pra&is'd young, 

And from whofe loins recorded Pfyche fprung. 

His temples, laft, with poppies were o'erfpread, 

That, nodding, feem'd to confecrate his head, 

Juft at the point of time, if fame not lye, 

On his left hand twelve rev'rend owls did By, 

So Romulus, 'tis fung, by Tyber's brook, 

Preface of (way from twice fix vultures took. 
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Th' admiring throng loud acclamations make, 
And omens of his future empire take. 
The fire then (hook the honours of his head, 
And from his brows damps of oblivion flied 
Full on the filial dullnefs : long he ftood, 
Repelling from his breaft the raging god ; 
At length burft out in this prophetic mood : 

" Heav'ns blefs my fon, from Ireland let himreiga 
To far Barbadoes on the weftern main ; 
Of his dominion may no end be known, 
And greater than his father's be his throne ; 
Beyond Love's kingdom let him ftxetch his pen!"-* 
He paus'd, and all the people cry'd, Amen. 
Then thus continu/d he : " My fon, advance 
Still in new impudence, new ignorance. 
Succefs let others teach, learn thou, from me, 
Pangs without birth, and fruitlefs induftry. 
Let Virtuofo's in five years be writ; 
Yet not one thought accufe thy toil of wit. 
Let gentle George in triumph tread the ftage, 
Make Dorimant betray, and Loveit rage ; 
Let Cully, Cockwood, Fopling, charm the pit» 
And, in their folly, (hew the writer's wit. 
Yet ftill thy fools fhall (land in thy defence, 
And juftify their author's want of fenfe. 
Let 'em be all by thy own model made 
Of dulnefs, and defire no foreign aid ; 
That they to future; ages may be known, 
Not copies drawn, but iflue of thy own. 
Nay, let thy men of v/k too \j* \\ve farc«* 
All Ml of thee, and difTriiYfcWx.Va.TttXfc*. 
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Bnt let no alien S— dl— y intcrpofe, 

To lard with wit thy hungry Epfom profe. 

And,when falfe flowers of Rhetoric thou wouldfl c 

Troll Nature, do not labour to bs dull ; 

But write thy belt, and top ; and, in each line, 

SirFormaPs oratory will be thine : 

Sir Formal, tho' un fought, attends thy quill, 

And does thy Northern Dedications fill. 

Nor let falfe friends feduce thy mind to fame, 

By arrogating Johnfon's hoftile name. 

Let father Flecknoe fire thy mind with praiie, 

And uncle Ogleby thy emy raife. 

Thou art my blood, where Johnfon has no part: 

What {hare have we in nature or in art ? 

Where did his wit on Learning fix a brand. 

And rail at arts he did not underftand ? 

Where made he love in prince Nicandcr's vein, 

Or fwept the dud in Pfyche's humble (train ? 

Where fold he bargains, whip-flitch, kifs my arf 

Promis'd a play, and dwindled to a farce ? , 

When did his mufe from Fletcher fcenes purloin, 

As thou whole Eth'ridge dofl trans fufe to thine ? 

But fo trans fus'd, as oil and water j How ; 

His always floats above, thine finks below. 

This is thy province, this thy wondrous .\ ay, 

New humours to invent for each new play : 

This is that boafled bias of thy mind, 

By which, one wcv, to dulncfs 'tis inclin'd : 

Which makes thy writings lean on one fide full, 

And, in all changes, that way bends tivy mil. 
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Nor let thy mountain-belly make pretence 
Of likenefs ; thine's a tympany of fenfe. 
A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ ; 
But fure thou'rt but a kilderkin of wit. 
Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep : 
Thy tragic mufe gives fmiles, thy comic, fleep. 
With whate'er gall thou fet'ft thyfelf to write, 
Thy inoffenfive fatires never bite. 
Tn thy felonious heait though venom lies. 
It does but touch thy Irifh pen, and dies. 
Thy genius calls thee not to purchafe fame 
In keen Iambics, but mild Anagram. 
Leave writing plays, and chufe for thy command 
Some peaceful province in Acroftic land. 
. There thou may'ft Wings difplay, and Altars raife, 
And torture one poor word ten thou fan d ways. 
Or, if thou woud'ft thy different talents fuit, 
Set thy own fongs, and fing them to thy lute." 

He faid ; but his laft words were fcarcely heard: 
For Bruce and Longvil had a trap prepared, 
And down they fent the yet declaiming bard. 
Sinking, he left his drugget robe behind, 
Borne upwards by a fubterranean wind. 
The mantle fell to the young prophet's part, 
With double portion of his father's art. 
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RHAP SODY. 

Here follows one of the beft ver/ified poems in 
our language, and the moll mafterly produc- 
tion of its author. The feverity with which 
Walpole is here treated, was in confequence of 
that minifter's having refufed to provide for Swift 
in England, when applied to for that purpofe in 
the year 1725 (if I remember right). The fe- 
verity of a poet, however, gave Walpole very 
little uneafmefs. A man whofe fchemes, like 
this minifler's, feldom extended beyond the exi- 
gency of the year, but little regarded the con- 
tempt of pofterity. 

AL L human race would fain be wits* 
And millions mifs for one that hits. 
Young's univerfal paffion, pride, 
Was never known to fpread fo wide. 
Say, Britain, could you ever boaflt 
Three poets in an age, at moil ? 
Oar chilling climate hardly bears 
A fprig of bays in Mty years : 
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While ev'ry fool his claim al ledges, 
As if it grew in common hedges* 
What rcafon can there be affign'd 
For this pcrverfenefa in the mind ? 
Brutes find out where their talents lie : 
A bear will not attempt to fly ; 
A ibunvltrM horfe will oft debate 
Before he tries a five-barr'd gate : 
A uog, by inflinft, turns afide, 
Who feci the ditch too deep and wide. 
But man we find the only creature, 
Who, led by folly, combats nature ; 
Who, when fhe loudly cries forbear, 
With obftinacy fixes there ; 
And, where his genius leaft inclines, 
Abfurdly bends his whole defigns. 

Not empire to the rifing fun, 
By valour, conduit, fortune won ; 
Not higheft wifdom in debates 
For framing laws to govern dates ; 
Not fkill in fciences profound, 
So large, to grafp the circle round ; 
Such heav'nly influence require, 
As how to flrike the Mufe's lyre. 

Not beggar's brat, on bulk begot ; 
Not baflard of a pedlar Scot ; 
Not boy brought up to cleaning (hoes, 
The fpawn of Bridewell, or the flews ; 
Not infants dropt, ^he ipurious pledges 
Of gipfies litt'ring under hedges, 



ENGLISH POESY. 177 

be fo difqualify'd by fate 
\> rife in church, or law, or ftate, 
is he whom Phoebus, in his ire, . 
[ath blafted with poetic fire. 
What hope of cuftom in the fair, 
Phile not a foul demands your ware ? 
Vhere you have nothing to produce 
or private life, or public ufe ? 
'ourt, city, country, want you not ; 
ou cannot bribe, betray, or plot, 
'or poets law makes no provifion ; 
"he wealthy have you in derifion ; 
)f ftate affairs you cannot fmatter ; 
kre aukward, when you try to flatter 5 
our portion, taking Britain round, 
fas juft one annual hundred pound; 
ow not fo much as in remainder, 
nee Gibber brought in an attainder ; 
or ever fix'd by right divine 
I monarch's right) on Grub-ftreet line. 
Poor ftarvling bard, how fmall thy gains \ 
ow unproportional to thy pains ! 
nd here a fimile comes pat in : 
hough chickens take a month to fatten, 
he guefts, in lefs than half an hour, 
ill more than half a fcore devour ; 
>, after toiling twenty days 
o^earn a flock of pence and praife* 
hy labours, grown the critic's prey, 
re fwallow'd o'er a difh of tea ; 

J 5 Gone 
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Gone, to be never heard of more ; 
Gone, where the chickens went before* 
How fhall a new attemnter learn 
Of different fpirits to difcern, 
And how diiHnguifh which is which, 
The poet's vein, or fcribbling itch ? 
Then hear an old experiene'd finner, 
Inflru&ing thus a young beginner. 

Confult yourfelf, and, if you find 
A powerful impulfe, urge younnind ; 
Impartial judge within your breaft 
What fubjeel you can manage belt ; 
Whether your genius moil inclines 
To fatyre, prarfe, or hum'rous lines ; 
To elegies in mournful tone, 
Or prologue, fent from hand unknown. 
Then, riling with Aurora's light, 
The mufe invok'd, fit down to write ; 
Diet out, correct, infert, refine, 
Enlarge, diminifh, interline ; 
Be mindful, when invention fails, 
To fcratch your head, and bite your nails. 

Your poem finifh'd, next, your care 
Is needful to tranferibe it fair. 
In modern wit all printed train is 
Set off with num'rous breaks — and dafhes— 

To ftatefmen would you give a wipe, 
You print it in Italic type. 
When letters are in vulgar fhapes, 
# Tis ten to one the wit efcapes ; 
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But, when in capitals expreft, 
The dulleft reader fmokes the jeft ; 
Or elfe, perhaps, he may invent 
A better than the poet meant ; 
As learned commentators view 
In Homer more than Homer knew* 
Your poem in its modifh drefs, 
Corre&ly fitted for the prefs, 
Convey by penny-poft to Lin tot, 
Eut let no friend alive look into't. 
If Lintot thinks 'twill quit the coft, 
You need not fear your labour loft : 
And how agreeably furpriz'd 
Are you to fee it advertiz'd ! 
The hawker mews you one in print, 
As frefh as farthings from the mint : 
The produft of your toil and fweating ; 
A baftard of your own begetting. 

Be fure at Wifls, the following day, 
Lie fuug, and hear what critics fay. 
And, if you find the gen'ral vogue 
Pronounces you a ftupid rogue, 
Damns all ydur thoughts as low and little, ' 
Sit (till, and fwallow down your fpittle . 
Be filent as a politician, 
For talking may beget fufpicion : 
Or praife the judgement of the town. 
And help, yourfelf, to run it down. 
Give up your fond, paternal pride, . . 

Nor argue on the weaker fide - 

Foi 
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For poems read without a name 
We juftly praife, or juflly blame; 
And critics have no partial views, 
Except tbey know whom they abufe : 
And, fince yon ne'er provok'd their fpight, 
Depend upon't their judgement's light. 
But if you blab, you are- undone: 
Confider what a rifle you run : 
You lofe your credit all at once ; 
The town will mark you for a dunce ; 
The vileft doggrei Grub-fbeet fends 
Will pafs for ) our's with foes and friends ; 
And you mull bear the whole difgrace, 
Till fome frefh blockhead takes your place. 

Your fecret kept, your poem funk, 
And fent in quires to line a trunk. 
If, ftill, you be difpos'd to rhime, 
Go, try your hand a fecond time. 
Again you fail ; yet fafe's the word ; 
Take courage, and attempt a tliird. 
But, firft, with care employ your thoughts, 
Where critics mark'd your former faults ; 
The trivial turns, the borrow'd wit, 
The families, that nothing fit; 
The cant which ev'ry fool repeats, 
Town jells, and coffee-houfe conceits ; 
Dcfcriptions tedious, flat, and dry, , 
And introduce the lord knbws why; 
Or, where we find your fury fet 
A*ai*fi the hannlcfi alphabet * 
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On A's and B's your malice vent. 

While readers wonder whom you meant; 

A public or a private robber, 

A ftatefman, or a South-fea jobber ; 

A prelate who no God believes ; 

A parliament, or den of thieves ; 

A pick-purfe at the bar, or bench ; 

A duchefs, or a fuburb wench : 

Or oft when epithets you link 

In gaping lines to fill a chink; 

Like ftepping-ftones to fave a ft ride 

In ftreets where kennels are too wide ; 

Or like a heej-piece, to fupport 

A cripple with one foot too fhort ; 

Or like a bridge that joins a marifh 

To moorlands of a different parifh. 

So have I feen ill-coupled hounds 

Drag difFrent ways in miry grounds. 
So geographers in Afric maps 

With favage pi 61 u res fill their gaps, 
And o'er unhabitable downs 
Place elephants, for want of towns. 

But, though you mifs your third eflay, 
You need not throw your pen away. 
Lay now afide all thoughts of fame, 
To. fpring more profitable game* 
From party merit feek fupport ; 
The vilefl verfe thrives belt at court. 
A pamphlet in Sir Bob's defence 
Will never fail to bring in pence : 
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Nor be concerned about the fale, 
He pays his workmen on the nail. 

A prince, the moment he is crown'd, 
Inherits every virtue round, 
As emblems of the fov'reign pow'r, 
Like other bawbles in the Tow'r : 
Is gen'rous, valiant, jufl, and wife, 
And fo continues till he dies : 
His humble fenate this profefTes 
In all their fpceches, votes, addrefTes: 
But once vou fix him in a tomb, 
His virtues fade, his vices bloom ; 
And each perfection, wrong imputed, 
Is fully at his death confuted. 
The loads of poems in his praifc 
AfccnJiug, make one funeral-blaze : 
As foon as vcu can hear his knell, 

This God on earth turns d 1 in hell: 

And lo! his miniilers of (late, 
Transform'd to imps, his levee wait ; 
Where, in the fcenes of endlefs woe, 
They ply their former arts below ; 
And, as they fail in Charon's boat, 
Contrive to bribe the judge's vote : 
To Cerberus they give a fop, 
His tripple-barking mouth to flop ; 
Or, in the iv'ry gate of dreams, 
Projed Excife and South-fea fchemes ; 
Or hire their party-pamphleteers 
To fet Elyfium by the ears. 



T T\\«t^ 
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Then, poet, if you mean to thrive, 
Employ your mufe on kings alive ; 
With prudence gathering up a clufter 
Of all the virtues you can inuiler ; 
Which, form'd into a garland fweet, 
Lay, humbly, at your monarch's feet ; 
Who, as the odours reach his throne, 
Will fmile, and think 'em all his own ; 
For law and gofpel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine. 
(I mean the oracles of both, 
Who (hall depofe it upon oath.) 
Your garland, in the following reign, 
Change but the names, will do again. 
But, if you think this trade too bafe, 
(Which feldom is the dunce's cafe) 
Put on the critic's brow, and fit 
At Will's the puny judge of wit. 
A nod, a fhrug, afcornful fmile, 

Y~/ ^With caution us'd, may ferve awhile. 

/ A proceed no further in your part, ■ 
lefbre you learn the terms of art ; 
For you can ne'er be too far gone 
In all our modern critics jargon : 
Then talk, with more authentic face, 
Of unities, in time and place ; 
Get fcraps of Horace from your friends, 
And have them at your fingers ends ; 
Learn Ariftotle's rules by rote, 
And, at all hazards, boldly quote ; 



Jud 
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Judic'ous Rymer oft review, 
Wife Dennis, and profound Bo flu. 
Read all the prefaces of Dryden, 
For thefe our critics much confide in, 
(Though merely writ, at firft, for filling, 
To raife the volume's price a milling), 

A forward critic often dupes us 
With (ham quotations, peri hupfous : 
And, if we have not read Longinus, # 

Will magifterially out-fliine us. 
Then, left with Greek he over- run ye, 
Procure the book for love or money, 
Translated from Boileau's tranflation, 
And quote quotation on quotation. 
At Will's you hear a poem read, 
Where Battus, from the table-head, 
Reclining on his elbow-chair, 
Gives judgement with decifive air; 
To whom the tribe of circling wit*, 
As to an oracle, fubmits. 
He gives directions to the town 
To cry it up, or run it down ; 
Like courtiers, when they fend a note, 
Inltru&ing members how to vote. 
He fets the ftamp of bad and good, 
Though not a word be under Hood, 
Your lefTon learnt, you'll be fecure 
To get the name of connoiiTeur : 
And/ when your merits once are known, 
Procure difciples of your own* 



1«t 
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tor poets (you can never want 'cm) 

Spread through * Augufta Trinobantum, 

Computing by their pecks of coals, 

Amount to juft nine thoufand fouls : 

Thefe o'er their proper diftri&s govern, 

Of wit and humour judges fov'reign. 

In ev'ry ftreet a city-bard 

Rules, like an alderman, his ward ; 

Hid indifputed rights extend 

Through all the lane, from end to end ; 

The neighbours round admire his /hrewduefi 

For fongs of loyalty and lewdnefs ; 

Out-done by none in rhiming well, 

Although he never learnt to fpell. 

Two bordering wits contend for glory, 

And one is Whig, and one is Tory : 

And this for epics claims the bays, 

And that for elegiac lays : 

Some fam'd for numbers foft and fmooth, 

By lovers fpoke in Punch's booth : 

And fome as juftly fame extols 

For lofty lines in Smithfield drolls, 

Bavius in Wapping gains. renown, 

And Masvius reigns o'er Kentifh-town : 

Tigellius, plac'd in Phoebus' car, 

From Ludgate fhines to Temple-bar : 

Harmonious Cibber entertains 

The court, with annual birth-day ftrains ; 

* The ancient name of London. 

* 

Whence 
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Whence Gay was banifh'd in difgrace, 
Where Pope will never (how his face ; 
Where Y g muft torture his invention 
To flatter knaves, or lofe his penfion. 
But thefe are not a thousandth part 
Of jobbers in the poet's art, 
Attending each his proper ftation, 
And all in due fubordi nation, 
Through ev'ry alley to be found, 
In garrets high, or under ground ; 
And when they join their pericranies, 
Out {kips a book of mifcellanies. 
Hobbes clearly proves, that ev'ry creature 
Lives in a ftate of war, by nature. 
The greater for the fmalleft watch, 
But meddle feldom with their match. 
A whale, of mod'rate fize, will draw 
A fhoal of herrings down his maw. 
A fox with gcefe his belly crams, 
A wolf deilroys a thoufand lambs. 
But, fearch among the rhiming race, 
The brave are worried by the bafe. 
If on Parnaflus' top you fit, 
You rarely bite, are always bit. 
Each poet of inferior fize 
On you (hall rail and criticife ; 
.And drive to tear you Hmb from limb, 
While others do as much for him. 
The vermin only teaze and pinch 
Their foes fuperior by an inch- 
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So, nat'raliits obferve, a flea 

Hath fmaller fleas that on him prey, 

And thefe have fmaller Hill to bite 'em, 

And fo proceed ad infinitum* 

Thus ev'ry poet, in his kind, 

Is bit by him that comes behind ; 

Who, though too little to be feen, 

Can teafe, and gall, and give the fpleen ; 

Call dunces fools, and fons of whores, 

Lay Grub-ftreet at each other's doors ; 

Extol the Greek and Roman mailers, 

And curfe our modern poetafters. 

Complain,' as many an ancient bard did, 

How genius is no more rewarded ; 

How wrong a taile prevails among us ; 

How much our anceftors out-fung us; 

Can perfbnate an aukward fcorn 

For thofe who are not poets born ; 

And all their brother dunces laih, 

Who croud the prefs with hourly trafh. 

Oh Grub-ftreet ! how do I bemoan thee, 

Whofe gracelefs children fcorn to own thee ! 

Their filial piety forgot, 

Deny their country, like a Scot ; 

Though, by their idiom and grimace, 

They foon betray their native place : 

Yet thou haft greater caufe to be ' 

Afham'd of them, than they of thee, 

Degenerate from their ancient brood, 

Since firft the court allow'd them food. 

BAtaaias- 
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Remains a difficulty ftill, 
To purchafe fame by writing ill ? 
From Flecknoe down to Howard's time. 
How few have rcach'd the low fublime f 
For, when our high-born Howard died, 
Blackmore, alone, his place fupplied : 
And left a chafm mould intervene, 
When death had finifh'd Blackmore's reign, 
The leaden crown devolv'd to thee, 
Great * poet of the Hollow-tree. 
But ah ! how unfecure thy throne ! 
A thoufand bards thy right difown : 
They plot to turn, in factious zeal, 
Duncinea to a common-weal \ 
And, with rebellious arms, pretend, 
An equal privilege to defcend. 

In bulk there are not more degrees, 
From elephants to mites in cheefe, 
Than what a curious eye may trace. 
In creatures of the rhiming race. 
From bad to worfe, and worfe they fall ; 
But who can reach the word of all ? 
For though, in nature, depth and height 
Are equally held infinite, 
In poetry the height we know ; 
'Tis only infinite below. 
For inftance : when you raftily think* 
No rhimer can like Welfted fink, 

* Lord Grimftone, author of a play called Love in an Hollow 
Tree, 
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His merits ballanc'd, you (hall find. 
The laureate leaves him far behind. 
Concannen, more afpiring bard, 
Soars downwards .deeper by a yard. 
Smart Jemmy Moor with vigour drops, 
The reft purfue as thick as hops. 
With heads to points the gulph they enter, 
Link'd perpendicular to the center ; 

And, as their heels elated rife, 

Their heads attempt the nether Ikies. 
O, what indignity andjftiame, 

To proftitute the Mufe's name ! 

By flatt'ring — — -, whom Heav'n defign'd 

The plagues and fcourges of mankind $ 

Bred up in ignorance and floth, 

And ev'ry vice that nurfes both. 
Fair Britain, in thy monarch bleft, 

Whofe virtues bear the flri&eft teft ; 

Whom never fa&ion could befpatter, 

Nor minifter nor poet flatter. 

What juftice in rewarding merit ! 

What magnanimity of fpirit! 

What lineaments divine we trace 

Through all his figure, mien, and face ! 

Though peace with olive bind his hands, 

Confeft the conq'ring hero {lands. 

Hydafpes, Indus* and the Ganges, 

Dread from his hand impending changes. 

From him the Tartar, and Chinefe, 

Short by the knees, intreat for peace. 
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They teach you how to fplit a hair, 
Give — — and Jove an equal (hare* 
Yet, why fliould we be lac'd fo ftrait ? 
I'll give my — — batter-weight. 
And reafon good ; for many a year 
Jove never intermeddled here : 
Nor, though his priefts be duly paid, 
Did ever we defire his aid : 
We now can better do without him, 
Since Woolflon gave as arms to rout him. 



Ctttera defiderantur. 
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THE USE OF RICHES. 

This poem, as Mr. Pope tells as himfelf, coft much 
attention and labour ; and, from the cafinefs that 
appears in it, one would be apt to think as 
much. 

P,lT7HO mail decide, when Doctors difagree, 

V V And founded CafuiUs doubt, like you and 
me? 

You hold the word, from Jove to Momus giv'n, 

That man was made the (landing jeft of Heav'n ; 

And gold but fent to keep the fools in play, 

For fome to heap, and fome to throw away. 

But I, who think more highly of our kind, 
(And, furely, Heav'n and I are of a mind) 
Opine, that Nature, as in duty bound, 
Deep hid the mining mifchief under ground : 
But when, by man's audacious labour, won, 
Fiam'd forth this rival to its Sire, the Sun, 
Then careful Heav'n fupply'd two forts of Men ; 
To fqoander Thefe, and Thofe, to hide agen. 

Like doctors, thus, when much difpute has pafs'd, 
We find our tenets juft the fame at laft. 
Both fairly owning, Riches, in effect, 
No grace of Heav'n, or token of th' Elect ; 

Vol. L K CW* 
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Giv'n to the Fool, the Mad, the Vain, the Evil r 
To Wa-d *, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devil. 

B. What 



* John Ward, of Hackney, Efq. member of 
parliament, being profecuted by the dutchefs of 
Buckingham, and convi&ed of forgery, was firft 
expelled the houfe, and then itood in the pillory on 
the 17th of March 1727. He was fuipelted of 
joining in a conveyance with Sir John Blunt, to fe- 
crete 50.000 1. of that director's eitate, forfeitedto 
the South-Sea company by adl of parliament. The 
company recovered the 50,0001. againft Ward; bat 
he Jet up prior conveyances of his real eftate to his 
brother and ion, and concealed all his pergonal, 
which was computed to be 150,000 1. Thcfe con- 
veyances being alfo fet afide oy a bill in Chancery, 
Ward was impr foncd, and hazarded the forfeiture 
of his life by not giving in his effects till the laft 
day, which was that of his examination. During 
his confinement, his amufement was to give poifon 
to dogs and cats, and fee them expire by flower or 
quicker torments. To fum up the worth of this 
gentleman at the feveral sera's of his life ; at his 
Handing in the pillory he was worth above 200,000 1. 
at his commitment to prifon he was worth 150,0001. 
but has fince been fo far diminished in his reputa- 
tion, as to be thought a worfe man by 50 01 
60,000 1. 

Fr. Chartres, a man infamous for all manner of 
vice. When he was an enfign in the army, he was 
drummed out of the regiment for a cheat : he was 
next banifhed Bruflels, and drummed out of Ghent 
on the fame account. After a hundred tricks at 
the gaming tables, he took to lending of money at 
exorbitant intereft, and on great penalties, accu- 
mulating premium, intereft, and capital, into a 
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B. What Nature wants commodious Gold bellows ; 
*Tis thus we eat the bread another fows. 

P. Buf 



new capital, and feizing, to a minute, when the 
payments became due. In a word, by a conftant 
attention to the vices, wants, and follies of man- 
kind, he acquired an immenfe fortune. His houfe 
was a perpetual bawdy-houfe. He was tw'ce con- 
demned for Vapes, and pardoned; but, the lad: 
time, not without imprifonment in Newgate, and 
large con fifcat ions. He died in Scotland in 17319 
aged 62. The populace, at his funeral, raifed a 
great riot, almoft tore the body out of the coffin, 
and call dead dogs, &c. into the grave along with- 
it. . The following epitaph contains his chara&er, 
very juiUy drawn, by Dr. Arbuthnot. 

HERE continueth to rot 

-The body of FRANCIS CHARTRES, 

Who, with an inflexible Constancy, and 

Inimitable Uniformity of life, 

Persisted, 

In fpke of Age and Infirmities, 

In the. practice of Every Human Vice ; 

" Excepting Prodigality and Hypocrisy :. 

His infatiable Avarice exempted him from the flrft, 

His matchlefs Impudence from the lafL 

Nor was he more Angular in the undeviating pravity 
Of his manners, than fuccefsful in 
Accumulating Wealth ; 
For, without Trade, or Profe siotf*. 
Without Trv»T of Public Monet* 
And> without BRijB.K WORTHY; fcrvjee* •■ 
' He acquind, or, more properly, creafc.4 
A Ministerial £$t*tb. ' 

Kz -^ 
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P. Bat how unequal it beftows, obfcrve ; 
Tis thus we riot, while, who fow it, ftarve : 
What Nature wants (a phrafe I much diftruft) 
Extends to Luxury, extends to Lull : 
Ufcful, I grant, it ferves what life requites, 
But dreadful, too, the dalle aflaffin hire*. 
B. Trade it may help, fociety extend : 
P. But lures die Pyrate, and corrupts the Friend. 
B. It raifes armies in a Nation's aid : 
P. But bribes a Senate, and the Land's betray'd. 



He was the only perfon of his time, 

Who could cheat without the maflc of Honesty, 

Retain his primaeval Meanness when poflefs'd of 

Ten Thousand a year, 

And having daily deferv'd the G i b b e t for wh at he did, 

Was at laft condemned to it for what he could not do. 

Oh indignant reader ! 

Think not his lite ulekfs to mankind ! 

Providenge conniv'd at his execrable defigns, 

To give to after-^ages a confpicuous 

Proof, and Example, 

Of how fmall estimation is exorbitant Wealth 

In the fight of GOD, by his bellowing it on 

The moil unworthy of all Mortals*. 

This gentleman was worth 7000 1. a year eftate in 
land, and about 100,000 1. in money. 

Mr. Waters, the third of thefe worthies, was a 
man no way refembling the former in his military, 
but extremely fo in his civil capacity; his great 
fortune having been raifed by the like diligent at- 
tendance on the neceffities of others. But this 
gentleman's hiftory mult be deferred till his death, 
when his worth may Jac knoymmoTt c&t\an^. 
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in vain may Heroes fight, and Patriots rave ; 

If fecret gold fap on from knave to knave. 

Once, we confefs, beneath the Patriot's cloak, " 

Prom the crack'd bag the dropping Guinea fpoke *, 

And jingling down the back-ftairs, told the crew, ■> 

" Old Cato is as great a rogue as you." 

BJeft paper-credit! lad and bell fupply ! 

That lends Corruption lighter wings to fly ! 

Gold, imp'd by thee, can compafs hardeft things, 

Can pocket States, can fetch or carry Kings t » 

A (ingle leaf (hall waft an army o'er, 

Or (hip off Senates to fome diftant fhore || ; 

A leaf, like Sibyl's, fcatter to and fro 

Our fides and fortunes, as the wind (hall blow : 



* This is a true dory, which happened in the 
reign of king William III. to an unfufpe&ed old 
patriot, who coming out at the back-door from hav- 
ing been clofeted oy the king, where he had re- 
ceived a large bag of guineas, the burfting of the 
bag difcovered his bufinefs there. 

t In our author's time, many princes had been 
fcnt about the world, and great changes of kings 
projected in Europe. The Partition-treaty had dif 
pofcd of Spain ; France had fct up a king for Eng- 
land, who was fent to Scotland, and back again ; 
king Staniflaus was fent to Poland' and back again ; 
the duke of Anjou was fent to Spain, and don 
Carlos to Italy. 

|| This alludes to feveral miniflers, counsellors, 
and patriots banifhed in our times to Siberia, and 
to that more glorious fate of the Parliament of 
Paris, baniihed to Pontoife in the year 1720. 

K 3 Pregnant 
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Pregnant with thoofands flits the fcrap unfeen, 
And, filent, fells a King, or buys a Queen. 

Oh ! that fuch bulky bribes as all might fee, 
Still, as of old, incumbered Villainy ! 
Could France or Rome divert our brave defigns, 
With all their brandies, or with all their wines ? 
What could they more than Knights and 'Sqtbes 

confound, 
Or water all the Quorum ten miles round ? 
A ftatefman's (lumbers how this fpeech wo,uld fpoil! 
•' Sir, Spain has fent a thoufand jars of oil; 
" Huge bales of Britifli cloth blockade the door ; 
" A hundred oxen at your levee roar." 

Poor Avarice one torment more would find ; 
Nor could Profufion fquander all in kind* 
Aftride his cheefe Sir Morgan might we meet ; 
And Worldly * crying coals from ftrtet to itreet* 
Whom with a wig fo wild, and mien fo mae'd* 
Pity miftakes for fome poor tradefman craz'd. 
Had f Colepeper's whole wealth been hops and hogs. 
Could he himfelf have fent it to the dogs ? 



* Some mifcrs of great wealth, proprietors of the 
coal-mines, had entered, at this time, into an aflb- 
tiation to keep up cuals to an extravagant price, 
whereby the poor were reduced alnioii to itarve ; 
nil one of them taking the advantage of under felling 
the reft, defeated the defign. One of thefe mifers 
was worth 10,000 1. another 7000 1. a year. 

t Sir William Colepeper, Bart, a perfon of an 
ancient family and ample fortune, without any other 
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His Grace will game : to White's a Bull be led, 
With fparning heels, and with a butting head. 
To White's be carry'd, as to ancient games* 
Fair Courfers, Vafes, and alluring Dames. 
Shall, then, Uxorio, if the flakes he fweep, 
Bear home fix Whores, and make hi: Lady weep ? 
Or soft Adonis, To perfum'd and fine, 
Drive to St. James's a whole herd of fwine ? 
Oh filthy check on all induftrious (kill, 
To fpoil the nation's laft great trade, Quadrille ! 
Since, then, my Lord, on fuch a World we fall, 
What fay you ? B. Say ? Why take it, Gold and all.. 

P. . What Riches give us, let us, then, enquire : 
M**t* Fire, and Cloaths. B. What more ? P. Meat, 

Cloaths, and Fire. 
Is this too little ? would you more than live ? 
Alas ! 'til more than # Turner finds they give. 

Alas ! 



quality of a gentleman ; who, after ruining himfelf 
at the gaming-table, pafTed the reft of his days in 
fitting Sere to fee the ruin of others ; preferring 
to fubfift upon borrowing and begging, rather than 
to enter into any reputable method of life, and re- 
futing a poft in the army which was offered him. 

* One who, being pofTeffed of 300,000 1. laid 
down his coach becaufe intereft was reduced from 
5 to 4 per cent, and then put 70,000 1. into the 
Charitable Corporation, for better intereft : which 
fum having loft, he took it fo much to heart, that he 
kept his chamber ever after. It is thought he would 
not have out-lived it, but that he was heir to an-. 

S 4. <tthe* 
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Alas ! 'tis more than (all his vifions pad) 
Unhappy f Wharton, waking, found at laft ! 
What can they give ? to dying * Hopkins, Hein ; 
To Chartres, Vigour ; || Japhet, Nofe and Ears ? 
Can they, in gems, bid pallid Hippia glow ; 
In Fulvia's buckle eafe the throbs below : 



other confiderable eftate, which he daily expe&ed ; 
and that, by this courfe of life, he faved both 
clothes and all other expences. 

f A nobleman of great qualities ; but as un- 
fortunate in the application of them, as if they had 
been vices and follies. * 

* A citizen whofe rapacity obtained him the name 
of Vulture Hopkins. He lived worthlefs, but died 
worth 500,000 1. which he would give to no perfon 
living, but left it fo as not to be inherited till after v 
the fecond generation. His council reprefenting to 
him how many years it muft be before this could 
take effect, and that his money could only lie at in- x 
tereft all that time, he exprefled great joy thereat, 
and faid, " They would then be as long in (pend- 
ing, as he had been in getting it.*' But the Chan- 
cery afterwards fet afide the will, and gave it to the 
heir at law. 

* Japhet Crook, alias Sir Peter Stranger, was 
punifhed with the lofs of thofe parts, for having 
forged a conveyance of an eilate to himfelf, upon 
which he took up feveral thoufand pounds. He was 
at the fame time fued in Chancery, for having frau- 
dulently obtained a will, by which he poflefled an- 
other confiderable eftate, in wrong of the brother 
of the deceafed. By thefe means he was worth a 

freat fum, which (in reward for the fmall lofs of 
is ears) he enjoyed in prifon till his death, and 
quietly left to his executor. 
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Or heal, old Narfes,* thy obfcener ail, 
With all th' imbroid'ry plaiflcr'd at thy tail ? 
They might (were Harpax not too wife to fpend) 
Give Harpax felf the bleffing of a friend ; 
Or find fome Doctor that would fave the life 
Of wretched Shylock, fpite of Shy lock's Wife : 
Bat thoafands die, without or this or that, 
Die, and endow a College, or a Cat *. 
To fome, indeed, Heav'n grants the happier fate, 
T> enrich a baftard, or a ion they hate. 
Perhaps you think the poor might have their part. 
Bond damns the poor f, and hates them from his 

heart: 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule, 
That every man in want is knave or fool : 



* A famous dutchefs of Richmond, in her laftt 
will, left coniiderable legacies and annuities to her. 
cats. 

f In the year 1730, a corporation was eftahHmed* 
to lend money to the poor upon pledges',, by the 
name of the Charitable Corporation. It was under 
the direction of the Right Honourable Sir. R. S. Sir 
Arch, Grant, Mr. Dennis Bond,. Mr. Burroughs, &c 
But the whole was turned only to an iniquitous 
method of enriching particular people,, to. the ruin 
of fuch numbers* that it. became a parliamentary* 
concern to endeavour the. relief of thofe unhappy 
ftfferers 1 and three of the managers, who were 
members of the houfe, were expelled. That " God. 
hates the poor," and, " That every- man in want is 
knave or fool, &c." were the genuine apothegms of 
fome of the perfons here mentioned. * 

K5 "Godi 
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" God cannot love (fays Blunt, with tearicfs eyes) 
" The wretch he ftarves"— and pioafly denies : 
But die good Biihop* with a meeker air* 
Admit?, and leaves them, Providence's care. 

Yet, to be jaft to thefe poor men of pelf, 
Each does but hate his neighbour as himfelf : 
Damn'd to the mines, an equal fate betides 
The Slave that digs it, and the Slave that hides* 

B. Who futfer thus, mere Charity mould own, 
Mull aft on motives powerful, too' unknown. 

P. Some War, Tome Plague, or Famine they forefee* 
Some Revelation hid from you and me. 
Why Shylock wants a meal the caufe is found* 
He thinks a loaf will fife to fifty pound* 
What made Directors cheat in South-fea year f 
To live on * Ven'fon when it (old Co dear. 
Afk you why f Phryne the whole Au&ion buys t 
Phryne forefees a general Excite* 
Why the and Sappho raife that monftrous (urn f 
Alas t they fear a man will coft a plum. 
Wife || Peter fees the world's refpeVt for Gold* 
And, therefore, hopes this nation may be fold : 



mrmm 



> * In the extravagance and luxury of the Souths 
Sea year, the price of a haunch of venifon was 
from three to five pounds. 

f Many people, about the year 1733, had a con* 

eeit that fuch a thine was intended; of which, 'tit 

siot improbable, this lady might havefonefatisnation. 

\[ Peter Walter, a peribn not only eminent ha 

the wifitoa of htsproleffion, as a dextrous -attorney^ 
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Glorious Ambition ! Peter, fwell thy itore, 
And be what Rome's great * Didius was before. 

The crown of Poland, venal twice an age, 
To juft three millions ft in ted modeft || Gage. 
But nobler fcenes Maria's dreams unfold, 
Hereditary Realms, and worlds of Gold. 
. Congenial fouls ! whofe life one Av'rice joins. 
And one fate buries in th' Afturian Mines. 
Much injur'd X Blunt ! why bears he Britain's hate? 
A wizard told him in thefe words our fate : 

"At 



feat allowed to be a good, if not a fafe convey* 
ancer ; extremely refpe&ed by the nobility of this 
land, though free from all manner of luxury and of- 
tentation : his wealth was never feen, and his bounty 
never heard of; except to his own fon, for whom 
he procured an employment of con/iderable profit, 
of which he gave him as much as was necessary. 
Therefore, the taxing this gentleman with any Am- 
bition, is, certainly, a great wrong to him. 

* A Roman lawyer, fo rich as to purchase the 
fempire, when it was fet to fale upon the death of 
Pert in ax. 

|| The two perfons here mentioned were of qua- 
lity, each of whom, in Ae time of the Miffiiippi, 
4efpifed to realize above 300,0001. The gentleman* 
with a view to the purchafe of die crown of Poland; 
the lady, on a vifion of the like royal nature. They 
£nce retired into Spain, where they are ftill in fearch 
of gold in the mines of the Attunes. 
• J Sir John Blunt, originally a fcrivener, was one 
-of the firft projectors of the South-Sea company, and* 
lifter wards one of the directors and chief managers 

K6 of 
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" At length, Corruption, like a gen'ral flood, 

(So long by watchful minifters with flood) 

Shall deluge all ; and A v* rice creeping on, 

Spread like a low-born mift, and blot the Sun ; 

Statefman and Patriot ply alike the Stocks, 

Peerefs and Butler (bare alike the Box, 

And Judges job, and Bifliops bite the town, 

And mighty Dukes pack cards for half a crown. 

See Britain funk in lucre's fordid charms, 

And France reveng'd of Anne's and Edward's arms !" 

>Twas noconrt-badge, great Scriv'ncr, fir'd thy brain, 

Nor lordly Luxury, nor City Gain : 

No, 'twas thy righteous end, afham'd to fee 

Senates degenerate, Patriots difagree, 

And nobly wifhing Party-rage to ceafe, 

To buy both fides, and give thy country peace 

" AH this is madnefs," cries a fober fage :: 
But who, my friend, has reafon in his rage? : < 



of the famous (cheme in 1720. H ■ was alfo one of 
thofe who fuiFered moft feverely by the bill of pain* 
and penalties on the faid directors. He was a dif- 
fenter of a moft religious deportment, and profefTed to 
be a great believer. Whether he did really credit 
the prophecy here mentioned, is not certain ; but 
it was. conftantly in this very flyle he declaimed 
againft the corruption and luxury of the age, the 
partiality of parliaments, and the mifery of party- 
fpirit. He was particularly eloquent againft avarice 
In great and noble perfons, of which he had, in- 
deed, lived to fee many miferable examples. He 
died in the year 1732. 
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€t The ruling paffion, be it what it will, 
The ruling paffion conquers Reafon dill.*' 
Lefs mad, the wildeft whimfey we can frame. 
Than ev'n that paffion, if it has no Aim ; 
For tho' fuch motives Folly you may call, 
The Folly's greater to have none at all* 
Hear, then, the truth: " 'Tis Heav'n each pantos 
fends, 
And different men directs to difPrent ends. 
Extremes in Nature equal good produce, 
Extremes in Man concur to gen'ral ufe.*' 
Afk we what makes one keep, and one bellow ? 
That Pow'r who bids the ocean ebb and flow ; 
Bids feed-time, harveft, equal courfe maintain, 
Thro' reconciled extremes of drought and rain§ 
Builds Life on Death, on Change Duration founds,' 
And gives th' eternal wheels to know their rounds. 
Riches, like infe&s, when conceal'd they, lie, - 
Wait but for wings, and, in their feafon, fly. 
Who fees pale Mammon pine, amidft his ftore, 
Sees but a backward fteward for the Poor ; 
This year a Refervoir, to keep and fpare ; 
The next, a Fountain, fpouting thro* his Heir, 
In. lavifh ftreams to quench a Country's third, 
And men and dogs (hall drink him till they burft. 
Old Cotta fham'd his fortune and his birth, 
Yet was not Cotta void of wit or worth : 
What tho 9 (the ufe of barb'rous fpits forgot) 
His kitchen vy'd, in coolnefs, with his grot? 
His court with nettles, moats with crefles ftor'd, 
With hups unbought, and fallads, blefs'd his board / 
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If Cotta liv'd on pnlfe, it was no more 

Than Bramins, Saints, and Sages did before ; 

To cram the Rich was prodigal expence ; 

And who would take the Poor from Providence ? 

Like fome lone Chartreux Hands the good old Hall, 

Silence without, and fads within the wall ; 

No rafter'd roofs with dance and tabor found, 

No noontide bell invites the country round : 

Tenants with fighs the fmoaklefs tow*rs furvey, . 

And turn th' unwilling fteetls another way : 

Benighted wanderers, the foreft o'er, 

Curie the fav'd candle, and unop'ning door ; 

While the gaunt maftifF growling at the gate. 

Affrights the beggar whom he longs to eat. 

Not fo his Son ; he mark'd this oversight, 

And then miftook reverfe of wrong for right. 

{tor what to fhun will no great knowledge need, 

But what to follow, is a talk indeed.) 

Yet Aire, of qualities defer ving praife, 

More go to ruin Fortunes, than to raife. 

What ilaughter'd hecatombs, what floods of wine, 

Fill the capacious 'Squire, and deep Divine ! 

Yet no mean motives this profufion draws, 

His oxen pehfh in his country's caufe ; 

*Tis George and Liberty that crown* the cup, 

And zeal for that great Houfe which eats him up* 

The woods recede around the naked feat ; 

The Sylvans groan— no matter— lor the Fleets 

Next goes his wool-^to clothe our valiant bands { 

Laft, for his Country's Love, he felts his Lands. 
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To town he comes, completes the nation's hope, 
And heads the bold Train-bands, and burns a Pope. 
And fhall not Britain now reward his toils, 
Britain, that pays' her Patriots with her Spoils ? 
In vain at Court the Bankrupt pleads his caufe, 
His thanklefs Country leaves him to her laws. 
The Senfe to value Riches, with the Art 
T' enjoy them, and the Virtue to impart, 
Not meanly, nor ambitioufly purfu'd, 
Not funk by floth, not rab'd by fervitude.; 
To balance Fortune by a juft expence, 
Join with {Economy, Magnificence ; 
With Splendor, Charity ; with Plenty, Health ; 
Oh teach us, Bathurft ! yet unfpoil'd by wealth ! 
That fecret rare, between th' extremes to move 
Of mad Good-nature, and of mean Self-love. 

B. ToWorth or Want well weigh'd, beBounty giv'n, 
And eafe, or emulate, the care of Heav'n ; 
(Whofe meafure full overflows on human race) 
Mend Fortune's fault, and juftify her grace. 
Wealth in the grofs is death ; b*t life diffus'd ; 
As poifon heals, in juft proportion us'd : 
In heaps, like Ambergrife, a ftink it lies, 
But well diipers'd, is incenfe to the Skies* 

P. Who ftarves by Nobles, or with Nobles eats ? 
The Wretch that crafts them, and the Rogue that' 

cheats. 
Is there a Lord, who knows a chearful noon 
Without a Fiddler, Flatt'rer, or Buffoon? 
Whofe table, Wit, or modeft Merit (hare, 
Ua-clbow'd by a Gaxnefter, Pimp, or. Play'r? 
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Who copies Your's, or • Oxford's better part, 
To eafe th' opprefe'd, and raife the finking heart ? 
Where-e'er he Ihincs, oh Fortune, gild the fccne, 
And Angek guard him in the golden Mean ! 
There, Englifh bounty yet a-while may ftand, 
And Honour linger ere it leaves the land.. 
But all our praifes why mould Lord* engrofs ? 
Rife, honeft Mufe ! and fingf The Man of Rofc: 
Fleas'd Vaga echoes thro 9 her winding bounds, 
And rapid Severn- hoarfe applaufe re founds. 
Who hung with woods yon mountain's fultry brow f 
From the dry rock who bad the waters flow ? 
Not to the ikies in ufelefs columns, toft, 
Or in proud falls magnificently loft ; 
But, clear and artlefs, pouring thro' the plain 
Health to the fick, and folace to the fwain. 
Whofe Caufe-way parts the vale with fhady mows ?. 
Whofe Seats the weary Traveller, repofe I 
Who taught that Heav'n-dire&ed fpire to rife ? 
" The Man. of Rofs," each lifping babe replies*. 



** 



* Edward Harley earl of Oxford, the fon of 
Robert, created ear/ of Oxford, and, earl Mortimer,. 
by queen Anne. 

+ The perfon here celebrated, who, with a fmall 
eftate,. actually performed all thefe good works, and. 
whofe jtrue name was almoft loft (partly by the title 
of The Man of Rofs, given him by way of emi- 
nence, and partly by being buried without fo much 
as an infcription) was called Mr. John Kyrle.. He 
died in the year 1724? aged go, and lies interred, 
in the chancel of the church of Rofs in Hereford-. 
/hire. " , sV3ftRk\4» 



ENGLISH POESY. 209 

Behold the Market-place with poor o'er-fpread ! 
The Man of Rofs divides the weekly bread : 
He fvcds yon Alms-houfe, near, but void of Hate, 
Where Age and Want fit failing at the gate ; 
Him portioned Maids, apprentic'd Orphans blcft, 
The young who labour, and the old who reft. 
Is any fick ? The Man of Rofs relieves, 
Prefcribes, attends, the med'cine makes, and gives. 
Is there a variance ? enter but his door, 
Baulk'd are the Courts, and contefl is no more. 
Defpairing Quacks with curfes fled the place. 
And vile Attorneys, now an ufelefs race. 

B. Thrice happy man ! enabled to purfue 
What all fo wifh, but want the pow'r to do ! 
Oh fay, what fums that gen'rous hand fupply f 
What mines to fwell that boundlefs charity ? 

P. Of Debts and Taxes, Wife and Children, clear, 
This man poflefsM— five hundred pounds a year. 
Blufh, Grandeur, blufh ! proud Courts, withdraw 

your blaze ! 
Ye little Stars ! hidevyour dimuuih'd rays. 

B. And what ? no monument, infcription, (lone ? 
His race, his form, his name almoil unknown ? 

P. Who builds a Church to God, and not to Fame, 
Will never mark the marble with his name : 
Go, fearch it there f, where to be born and die, 
Of rich and poor makes all the hiflory ; 



f The pariili regifter. 

Enough 
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Enough, that Virtue fill'd the Jpace between j 
Prov'd, by the ends of being, to have been. 
When Hopkins dies, a thocfand light' r.'.;:end 
The'wretch, who, living, fav'd a candle's end; 
Shouldering God's altar a vile image ftands, 
Belies his features, nay, extends his hands ; 
That live-long wig which Gorgon's felf might own, 
Eternal buckle takes in Parian ftone *. 
Behold- what bldungs Wealth to life can lend ! 
And fee, what cmifcrt it affords our end. 
In the worft inns wtifl room, with mat half-hung, 
The floors of plainer, and the walls of dung, 
On once a flock-bed. b' fc rppair'd with ftr&tf, 
With tape-ty'd curtains never meant to draw, 
The George and Garter dangling from that bed 
Where tawdry yellow ftrove with dirty red. 
Great Villcrs lies f — alas ! how chang'd from him, 
That life of pleafure, and that foul of whim I 
Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud alcove* 
The bow'r of wanton Shrewfbary and love j 
Orjultasgay, at Council, in a ring 
Of mimick'd Statefmen, and their merry King. 
No Wit to flatter, left of all his ftore ! 
No fool to laugh at, which he vaiu'd more. 



* Ridicules the wretched tafle of carving large 
perriwigs on bufto's ; of which there are feveral vile 
examples among the tombs at Wefhninfter, and 
elfewhere. 

t George Villers, duke of Buckingham, who 
died in this manner. 
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There, vi&or of his health, of fortune, friends, 
And fame ; this lord of ufeJefs thoufands ends. 

His Grace's fate fage Cutler could forefcc, 
And well (he thought) advis'd him, " Live like me.* 
As well his Grace reply'd, " Like you, Sir John ? 
That I can do when all I have is gone." 
Refolve me, Reafon, which of thefe is warfe, 
Want with a full, or with an empty purfe ? 
Thy life more wretched, Cutler, was confefs'd, 
Arife, and tell me, was thy death more blefs'4 f 
Cutler faw tenants break, and houfes fall, 
For very want; he could not build a wall* 
His only daughter in a Granger's pow'r, 
For very want ; he could not pay a dow'r. 
A few. grey hairs his rev'rend temples crown'd, 
'Twas vtry wane that fold them fof two pound* 
What ev'n deny'd a cordial at his end, 
Banifli'd the doftor, and expelTd the friend t 
What but a want, which you, perhaps, think mad* 
Yet numbers feel, the want of what he had ! 
Cutler and Brutus, dying, both exclaim, 
" Virtue, and Wealth, what are ye, but a name !" 

Say, for fuch worth are other worlds prepared ? 
Or are they both, in this* their own reward ? 
A knotty point ! to which we now proceed. 
But you are tir*d — I'll tell a tale— B. Agreed. 

P. Where London's column f, pointing at the fkies, 
Like a tall bully, lifts the head', andiww; 



f The Monument, built in memory of the fire 

of 
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There dwelt a Citizen of fober fame, . 

A plain, good man, and Balaam was his name; 

Religions, punctual, frugal, and fo forth ; 

His word would pafs for more than he was worth* 

One folid difh his week-day meal affords, 

An added pudding folemniz'd the Lord's : 

Con ft ant at Church, and Change; his gains were fare* 

His givings rare, fave farthings to the poor. 

The Dev'l was piqu'd fuch faintfhip to behold, 
And long'd to tempt him, like good Job of old : 
But Satan, now, is wifer than of yore, 
And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 
Rouz'd by the Prince of Air, the whirlwinds fweep 
The furge, and plunge his father in the deep ; 
Then foil againft his Cornifh lands they roar, 
And two rich fhipwrecks blefs the lncky more. 

Sir Balaam, now, he lives like other folks ; 
He takes his chirping pint, and cracks his jokes : 
•' Live like yourfelf," was foon my Lady's word; 
And lo ! two puddings fmoak'd upon the board. 
Afleep and naked as an Indian lay, 
An honeft fa&or dole a Gem away : 
He pledg'd it to the knight ; the knight had wit. 
So kept the Di'mond, and the rogue was bit. 
Some fcruple rofe, but thus he eas'd his thought, 
*< I'll now give fixpence where I gave a groat ; 



mm 



of London, with an infcription importing that city 
to have been burnt by the papifts. 
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<€ Where once I went to church, PJ1 now go twice— 
*' And am fo clear too of all other vice." 

The Tempter faw his time ; the work he ply'd ; 
Stocks and Subfcriptions pour on ev'ry fide, 
'Till all the Daemon makes his full defcent 
In one abundant (how'r of Cent, per Cent. 
Sinks deep within him, and pofle/Tes whole, 
Then dubs Director, and fecures his foul. 

Behold Sir Balaam now a man of fpirit, 
Afcribes his gettings to his parts and merit ; 
What late he call'd a blefling, now was Wit, 
And God's good Providence, a lucky Hit. 
Things change their titles, as our manners turn : 
His Compting-houfe employ'd the Sunday-morn : 
Seldom at Church ('twas fuch a bufy life) 
But duly fent his family and wife. 
There (fo the Dev'l ordain'd) one Chrifhnas-tide, 
My good old lady catch'd a cold, and dy'd. 

A Nymph of Quality admires our Knight ; 
He marries, bows at Court, and grows polite : 
Leaves the dull Cits, and joins (to pleafe the Fair) 
The well-bred cuckolds in St. James's air: 
Firft, for his Son a gay Commiffion buys, 
Who drinks, whores, fights, and in a duel dies ; 
His daughter flaunts a Vifcount's tawdry wife ; 
She hears a Coronet and P— x for life. 
In Britain's Senate he a (eat obtains, 
And one more Penfioner St. Stephen gains *. 



'SLtqtiQ unum civem donate Sybilte. luv. 
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Oft hive you hinted to your brother Peer 
A certain truth, which many buy too dear : 
Something there is more needful than Expence, 
And fomething previous e'en to Tafte — 'tis Senie : 
Good Srnfe, which only is the gift of Heav'n, 
And, tho' no Science, fairly worth the feven : 
A Light, which in yourfelf you mud perceive ; 
Jones and Le N6tre have it not to give J. 

To build, to plant, whatever you intend, 
To rear the Column, or the Arch to bend, 
To fwell the Terras, or to fink the Grot ; 
In all, let Nature never be forgot. 
But treat the Goddefs like a mode ft fair, 
Nor over-drefs, nor leave her wholly bare ; 
Let not each beauty ev'ry where be fpy'd, 
Where half the (kill is decently to hide. 
He gains all points, who pleafingly confounds, 
Surprizes, varies, and conceals the Bounds. 
Confult the Genius of the Place in all ; 
That tells the Waters or to rife, or fall ; 
Or helps th* ambitious Hill the Heav'n s to fcale, 
Or fcoops in circling theatres the Vale ; 
Calls in the country, catches op'ning glades, 
Joins willing woods, and varies fhades from fhades ? 
Now breaks, or now directs, th' intending lines ; 
Paints as you plant, and, as you work; defigns. 



t Inigo Jones, the celebrated architect ; and M. 
Le Notre, the defigner of the beft gardens of 
FrMCC. 
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Follow Senfe, of ev'ry Art the .Soul, 
anfwering parts fhall Aide into a whole,, 
taneous beauties all around advance, 
ev'n from Difficulty, llrike from Chance ; 
re fhall join you ; Time {hall make it grow 
ork to wonder at— —perhaps a Stow ||. 
ithput it, proud Verfailles ! thy glory falls ; 
Nero's Terraces defert their walls : 
vail Parterres a thoufand hands fhall make, 
Cobham comes, and floats them with a Lake : 
at wide views through mountains to the Plaint* 
11 wifh your hill or fhelter'd feat again* 
in an ornament its place remark, 
in an Hermitage fet Dr. Clarke, 
hold Villario's ten years toil complete ; 
Quincunx darkens, his Efpaliers meet ; 
Wood fupports the Plain, the parts unite, 
ftrength of Shade contends-with ftrength of Light j 
iving Glow the bloomy beds difplay, 
ting in bright diver/hies of day, 
t filver quiv'ring rills mseander'd o'er- 
y them, you ; Villario can no more,; 



The feat and gardens of the lord vifcount Cob- 
in Buckinghamftiire. 
This was done in Hertford/hire by a wealthy 
;n, at the expence of aboye 5000 1. by which 
ts, (merely to overlook a dead plain) he Jet 
le North wind upon his houfe and parterre, 
h were, before, adorned and defended with 
ti'ful woods/ 
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.And when op ten fteep dopes you've dragg'd you 

v thighs, 

Juft at his Study-door he*ll blefs your eyes. 

His Study i with what Authors is it ftor'd f 

In Books, not Authors; curious is my Lord : 

To all their dated backs he turns you round ; 

Thefe Aldus printed, thofe Du Sueil has bound* 

Lo fome are Vellom, and the reft as good 

For all his Lordihip knows, but they are Wood. 

For Locke or Milton 'tie in vain to look, 

'Thefe Shelves admit not any modern book* - 

And now the Chapel's filver bell you hear, 
That fummons you to all the Pride of Pray'r : 
Light quirks of Mufic, broken and uneven, 
Make the foul dance upon a Jig to Heav'n. 
On painted Ceilings you devoutly flare, 
Where fprawl the Saints of $ Verrio or Laguerre, 
Or gilded clouds in fair expanfion lie, 
And bring all Paradife before your eye. 
To reft, the Cuftiion and foft Dean invite, 
Who never mentions || Hell to ears polite. 

But hack ! the chiming Clocks to dinner call ; 
A hundred fbotfteps fcrape the marble Hall : 



§ Verrio (Antonio) painted many cielings, &c. 
At Windfor, Hampton-court, &c. and Laguerre, at 
Blenheim-cattle, and other places. 

|| This is a fadfc ; a reverend dean preaching at 
court, threatened the firiner with punimment, " in 
a place which he thought it not decent to name be- 
Jbre to polite an aJTembYy." 
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•The rich Buffet well-colour'd Serpents grace, 
And gaping Tritons fpew to wafh your face. 
Is this a dinner ? this a genial room * I 
No, 'tis a Temple, and a Hecatomb. 
A folemn, Sacrifice, perfbrm'd in Hate, 
You- drink by meafure, and to minutes eat. 
So quick retires each flying courfe, you'd fwear 
Sancho's + dread Dodor and his Wand were therCr' 
Between each A& the trembling falvers ring, 
From foup to fweet-wine, and God blcfe the King. 
In plenty ftarving, tantalizM in ilate, 
And complaifantly help'd to all I hate, 
Treated, carefs'd, and tir'd, I take my leave, 
Sick of his civil pride from morn to eve ; 
I curie fuch laviih cod, and little {kill, 
And fwear no day was ever pail fo ilh 
Yet hence the poor are cloath'd, the hungry fed ; 
Health to himfelf, and to his infants bread 
The Lab'rer bears : what his hard heart denies, 
His charitable Vanity fupplies. 
Another age fhall fee the golden Ear 
Imbrown the flope, and nod on the Parterre, 
Peep harvefts bury all his pride has plann'd,. 
And laughing Ceres re-affume the land. 



* The proud feftivals of fome.men are here fet 
forth to ridicule, where the pride deftroys the eafe, 
and the formal regularity all the pleafurable enjoy- 
ment of the entertainment. 

f See Don Quixote, vol. iv. chap. 6. 

L 3 Wn^ 
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Who, then, mall grace, or who improve the Soil? 
Who plants likeSathurft, or who builds like Boyle ? 
'Tis ufe, alone, that fkn&ifies Expence, 
And Splendor Borrows all her rays from Senfe. 

His Father's Acres Who enjoys in peace, 
Or makes his Neighbours glad, if he encreafe : 
Whofe cheaiful Tenants blefs their yearly toil, 
Yet to their Lord owe more than to the foil ; 
Whofe ample lawns are not afham'd to feed 
The milky heifer and deferring fteed; 
Whofe rifing forefts, nor for pride or ihow, 
But future Building, future .Navies, grow: 
Let his plantations ilretch from down to flown* 
Firfl fhade a Country, .and then taife a Town. 

You too proceed ! .make. falling Arts your care* 
Eredt new wonders, and the old repair ; 
Jones and Palladio to themieives rcftore, 
And be whatever Vitruvius was before : 
Till Kings -call forth ;th' ideas of your mind J, 
(Proud to accomplish what fuch hands defign'd) 

Bid 



, t The poet-, after having touched upon the pro- 
per objedh of magnificence and expence in the 
•private -works of great men, -comes to *hofe great 
and public works which become a prince. This 
poem was published at the time when Tome of the 
*iew churches, built by the aft of queen Anne, were 
-ready to fall, being founded on boggy 'land ; and 
others vilely executed, through fraudulent cabals 
between undertakers, ofirox*, fcc» ^tauV^^hanv* 
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Bid Harbours open, public Ways extend. 
Bid Temples, worthier of the God, afcend ; 
Bid the broad Arch the dang'rous Flood contain, 
The Mole projected break the roaring Main ; 
Back to his bounds their fubjecT. tea command, 
And roll obedient Rivers thro' the Land : 
Thefe Honours, Peace to happy Britain brings, 
Thefe are Imperial Works, and worthy Kings. 



breach had done very great mifchiefs $ when the 
propofal of building a bridge at Weflminfter had 
been petitioned againfl, and rejected; when many 
of the highways throughout England were hardly 
paflable, and moft of thofe which were repaired by 
turnpikes made jobbs for private lucre, and infa- 
moufly executed, even to the entrances of London 
itfelf* At this time there had been an uninterrupted 
peace in Europe for above twenty years, 
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* * 

FROM THE 

DISPENSARY. 

CANTO VL 

This fixth canto of the Difpenfary, by Dr. Garth, - 
has more merit than the whole preceding part of 
the poem, and, as I am told, in the firft editioa; 
of this work it is more correct than as here ex- 
hibited ; but that edition I have not been able to- 
find. The praifes beftowed on this poem are 
more than have been given to any other ; but our 
approbation, at prefent, t is cooler, for it owed-* 
part of its fame to party, • t - . 



JnL 



N D now the Delegate prepares to go 
And view the wonders of the realms below. - 
Thrice did the goddefs, with her facred wand, 
The pavement ftrike; and flrait, at her command, / 
The willing furface opens, and defcries 
A deep defcent, that leads to nether fties. 
Hygeia to the filent Tegion tends ; 
And, with his heav'rily guide, the Charge defcends,- 
Thus Numa, when to hallow'd caves retir'd, 
Was by aiEgeria guarded and infpirM. 

Withi n the chambers of the globe they fpy ■*■ 

• * 

The beds 1 where fleeprng vegetables lie, 
Till the glad fummons. of a genial ray 
Unbinds the glebe, and callsthem out today,' 
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Hence Fancies trick themfelves in various hue, 
And hence Jonquils derive their fragrant dew* 
Hence the Carnation, and the balhful Rofe, 
Tneir virgin blufties to die mom difclofe. 
Hence the chafle Lilly rifes to the light, 
Unveils her fnowy breafts and -charms the fight. 
Hence arbours are with twining greens array'd, 
T'oblige complaining lovers with their fhade : 
And hence on Daphne's laurel'd forehead grow 
Immortal wreaths for Phoebus and Naflau. 

The infects -here their lingering trance fnrvive: 
BenumbM they feem, and doubtful if alive. 
From Winter V fury hither they repair, 
Andftay'for milder fkiesand fofter air- 
Down to thefe* cells obfeenrer reptiles creep ^ 
Where hateful Nutes and painted Lrzzards fleep. 
Where ihiv'ring Snakes the fummer Solltice wait, 
Unfurl- their painted folds, and Aide in ftate. 
Here their new form the numb'd Eruae hide, 
Their num'rous feet in /lender bandage ty'd ; 
Soon as the kindling year begins to rife, 
This upflart race their native clod defpife, 
And, proud of painted wings, attempt the. ikies. 

Now thofe profounder regions they explore, 
Where metals ripen in vaft cakes of oar. 
Here, Allien to the fight, at large is fpread, 
The dull unwieldy mafs of lumpifh Lead. 
There, glimm'ring in their dawning beds, are feea 
The afpiring feeds of Uprightly Tin. 
The Copper fparkles neat in ruddy ftreaks ; 

And in the gloom betray* \xs (gwvn&t Ootttau 
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\he Silver, then, with bright and burnifti'd grace* 

Vouth, and a blooming luftre in its face, 

To th* arms of thofe more yielding metals flies, 

4nd in the folds of their embraces lies : 

So clofe they cling, fo ftubbornly retire, 

Their love's more vilent than the chymiM fiie# - 

Near thefe the Delegate, with wonder, fpies 
Where floods of living filver ferpentize : 
Where richeft metals their bright looks put on, 
And golden ilreams through amber channels run* 
Where LigJtf's gay God defceads to ripen gems* 
And lend a luffrc brighter than his beams* 

Here he obferves the fubterxanean cells. 
Where wanton nature fports in idle {hells* 
Some helicoeids, fome conical appear ; 
Thefe mitres emulate, thofe turbans are» 
Here marcaiites in various iigure wait, 
To ripen to a true metallic ftate : 
Till drops, that from impending rocks defcend* 
Their fubftabce petrify, and progress end* 
Nigh, livid feas of kindled fuiphur flow, 
And whilft, enraged, their fiery furges glow, 
Convulfions in the lab'ring mountains rife, 
And hurl their melted yitals to the ikies. 
He views, with horror, next, the noify cave, 
Where, with hoarfe dinas, imprifbn'd tempeftsravej 
• Where clam'rous hurricanes attempt their .flight, 
Or, whirling in tumultuous eddies, Jight. 
The warring winds, unmpv'd, Hygeia heard, 
Brav'd their loud jars, but xauchibr Cclfus fearM* 

L6 Andromeda,. 



\ 
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Andromeda, To, whilft her hero fought, 

Shook for his danger, but her own forgot. 

And now the goddefs, with her charge, defcends 

Where fcarce one chearful glimpfe their fteps be? 

friends. 
Here his forfaken feat old Chaos keeps, 
And, undifturb'd by Form, in filence deeps. 
A grifly wight, and hideous to the eye ;- 
An aukward lump of fhapelefs anarchy. 
With fordid age his features are defac'd ; 
His hands unpeopled, and his countries wafte. 
To thefe dark realms much learned lumber creeps | 
There copious M fafe in filence fleeps. 
Where mufhroom libels in oblivion He, 
And, foon as born, like other monfters, die; 
Upon a couch of jett, in thefe abodes, 
Dull Night, his melancholy confort, nods. 
No ways and means their cabinet employ ; 
But their dark hours they wade in barren joy. 
Nigh this recefs, with terror, they furvey 

Where Death maintains his dread tyrannic fwayr. 

In the clbfe covert of a cyprefs grove, 

Where goblins frifk and airy fpe&res rove, 

Yawns a dark cave, with awful horror, wide ? 

And there the monarch's triumphs are defcry'd. 

Confus'd, and wildly huddled, to the eye, 

The beggar's pouch and prince's purple lie. 

Dim lamps with iickly rays fcarce feem to glow ; 

Sighs heave in mournful moans, and tears o'erflow* 

KefUefs Anxiety, forlorn Defpair, 
And all the faded family of Cue v 



E N G L IS H P O E S Y. 229 

Old mould'ring urns, racks, daggers, and diftrefs, 
Make up the frightful horror o* the place. 
Within its dreadful jaws thofe furies wait, 
Which execute the harfh decrees of Fate. 
Febris is firft : the hag relentlefs hears 
The virgin's fighs, and fees the infant's tears; 
In her parch'd eye-balls fiery meteors reign ; . 
And reftlefs ferments revel in each vein. 

Then hydrops next appears amongft the throngs. 
Bloated, and big, ihe flowly fails along; 
But, like a mifer, in excels (he's poor, . 
And pines for'thirft amidft her watry ftore> 
Now loath fome Lepra, that offenfive fprighry 
With foul eruptions ftain'd, offends the fight; - 
Still deaf to beauty's foft perfuading^ pow'r: 
Nor can bright'Hebe's charms her bloom fecure. 
Whilft meager Pthifis gives a filent blow ; 
Her ftrokes are fure, but her. advances flow* 
No loud alarms, or fierce afTaults,, are fhown: 
She ftarves the fortrefs firft, then takes the town. 
Behind flood' crowds of much inferior name ; 
Too numerous to repeat, too foul to name}- 
The vafTals of their monarch's tyranny, : 
Who, at his* nod, on fatal errands fly. 

Now Celfus, with his glorious guide, invades 
The filent region of the fleeting mades : 
Where rocks and ruful defarts are defcry'd ; 
And Allien Styx rolls down his lazy tide. 
Then mews the ferry-man the plant he bore, 
And claims his paiTage to the further fhorc. 

To 
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To whom the Stygian pilot, failing, faid, 
You need no paflport to demand our aid. 
Phyficians never linger on this ftrand : 
Old Charon's prefent fiill at their. command* 
Our awful monarch, and his contort, owe 
To them the peopling of their realms below. 
Then in his fwarthy hand hegraip'd die oar, 
Received his gueils aboard, and (hovM from wore* 

Now, as the goddess and her charge prepare 
To breathe the fweets of (oft Elyfian air, 
Upon the left they fpy apenfive ihade. 
Who on his bended arm had rajs'd'his head; 
Pale Grief fate heavy on his mournful look : 
To whom, not unconcerned, thus Celfus fpoke : 

Tell me, thou much afflicted made, why fighs 
Burft from your breaft, and torrerOs from yoor-eyes % 
And who thofe mangled manes are, which ihow 
A fallen .fetisfa#ion at your woe ? 

Since, faid the ghoft, with pity you'll attend* 
Know, I'm {juaicum, once your firmeil friend*. 
And on this -barren beach, in difcontent^ 
Am doom'd : to day, 'till th' angry powers relent. 
Thofe fpe&res, feara'dwith fears, that threaten tjierc* 
The victims of my. late iU con4u& are* 
They, vex, with endtefs clamours, my repofe : 
This wants his palate, that demands his noft ; 
And here they execute ftern Pluto's will, 
And ply me -ev'ry moment with a pill. 

Then £el&s thus, O much-Janaentedfiate ! 
How rigid-la the. ft»ttna« yw relate ? 
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Methinks I recoiled* your former air ; 

But ah, how much you're chang'd from what you were t 

Infipid as your late ptifans you lie, 

That, once, were fprightlier far than Mercury* 

At the fad tale you tell the poppies weep, 

And mourn their vegetable fouls. aueep- 

The undtuous Larix, and the healing Pine, 

Lament your fate in tears of Turpentine; 

But (till the offspring of your brain (hall proye 

The grocer's care, and brave the rage, of Jove. 

When bonfires blaze your vagrant works ihall rife 

In rockets, till they reach the wond'ringiikies. 

If mortals e'er the Stygian pow'rs could beno* 
Entreaties to their awful feats I'd fend ; 
But, iince no human arts the Fates diflkade, 
Dirett me how to. find blefs'cLHervey!s 4ha4e* , 
In vain th' unhappy ghoft Hill Hrg'd hisrfta^y: 
Then, rifing from the ground, he ihew'd the way* 
Nigh the dull fhore a ihapelefs mountain flood, 
That, with a dreadful frown, furvey'd the flood' 
Its fearful brow no lively greens put on ; 
No frifking goats bound o'er. the ridgy ftone. 
To gain the fummit.the bright goddefs try'd* 
AndCelfus, follow'd; by degrees, bis guide. 

Th'afcentthus conquer'd, now they towrc on high, 
And tafte th' indulgence of a milder iky. 
Loofe breezes on. their airy pinions play* «% 

Soft infant* blotfbjns their, chafie odours pay, i 
And rofes blufh their fragrant lives away. 3 . 

Cool dreams thro' flow ? ry meadows .gently, glide; 
And, as they pa&, their painted banks they chide* 
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Thefc blifsful plains no blights, nor mildews fear, 
The flow'rs ne'er fade, and fhrubs are myrtles here. 
The morn awakes the tulip from her bed ; 
E'er neon, in painted pride (he decks her head: - 
Rob'd in rich dye, (he triumphs on the green, 
And ev'ry flow'r does homage to their queen. 
So, when bright Venus rifes from the flood, 
Around, in throngs, the wond'ring Nereids crowd ; 
The Tritons gaze, and 'tunc each vocal (hell, 
And ev'ry grace unfung the waves conceal.' 

The Delegate obferves, with wond'ring eyes; , 
Am brofi al dews defcend, and incenfe rife. 
Then haftens onward to the penfive grove, 
The filent manfion of diTaftrous love. 
Here Jealoufy with jaundice looks appears, 
And broken (lumbers, and fan taftic fears. 
The widow'd Turtle hangs her moulting wings, 
And to the woods, in mournful murmurs, Rngs. 
No winds but (ighs there are, no floods but tears. 
Each confeious tree a tragic (ignal bears. 
Their wounded bark records fome broken vow, 
And willow garlands hang on ev'ry bough. 

Olivia, here, in folitude he found, 
Her downcaft eyes fix'd on the filent ground : 
Herdrefs neglecled, and unbound her hair, , 
She feem'd the dying image of defpair. . 
How lately did this celebrated thing 
Blaze in the box, and fparkle in the ring ! 
Till the Green-fitkhefs, arid Love's force, betray'ct L 
To Death's remorfelefs arms th' unhappy maid. 
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All o'er confus'd the guilty lover flood, 
The light forfook his eyes, his cheeks the blood} 
An icy horror ihiver'd in his look, 
As to the cold-complexion'd nymph he fpoke : 

" Tell me, dear (hade, from whence fuch anxioui? 
care; 
Your looks diforder'd, and your bofom bare ? 
Why thus you languidly like a drooping flowV, - 
Crufh'd by the weight of fome relentlefs ihow'r? 
Your languid looks your late ill-conduct tell ; 
O that, inflead of trafh, you'd taken fteel !" - 

Stabb'd with th' unkind reproach, the confeion* 
maid 
Thus, to her late infulting lover faid : 
" When ladies Men not to loofe defire, 
You ftile our modefty our want of fire* 
Smile or forbid, encourage or reprove, - 
You (till find reafons to believe we love : 
Vainly you think a liking we betray, . 
And never mean the peevifh things we fay. 
Few are the fair ones of Rufilla's make ; 
Unafk'd fhe grants, uflinjurM fhe'll forfake: 
But fev'ral Caelia's fev'ral ages boaft, 
That like where Reafon recommends the moft. 
Where heav'nly truth and : tendernefs cenfpire, 
Chaile pafiion may perfwade us to defire.'' 

" Your fex (he cry'd) as cuftom bids, behaves* 
In forms the tyrant tyes fuch haughty (laves. 
To do nice Conduct right, you Nature wrong; 
Impulfes are but weak, where Reafon's ftrong. 
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Some want die courage ; but how few the flame ! 
They like the thiag, that ftartle at die name. 
The lonely Phoenix, dio' .profisfstt a mm, 
Warms into love, and kindles at the fan. 
Thofe tales of spicy urns, and fragrant fires, 
Are but the emblems of her fcorch'd defires." 

Then, as he £twre to chop the fleeting har, 
His empty arms xonfefs'd. th* impaffive -air. 
From his embrace th'unbody'd fpedre Hies ; 
And, as ihe mov'd, (he chid hrra w«ti -her <cye$# 

They haften now to that delightful fUm, • 
Where the glad manes of .the Jsfefc'd remain -■:• 
Where Hervey gathers iimples, to beftow 
Immortal youth on heroes fhadea ihelaw. 
Soon as the bright Hygeia was dn rview* 
The venerable -fage her pretence knew : 
Thus he— — 

Hail, blooming goddefr ! tibou propitious pow% 
Whofe bleffings mortals more than life implore. 
With fo much luftre your bright looks endear* 
That cottages axe courts where there appear. 
Mankind* as you vouchfafe tofmile or frown,. 
Finds eafe in chains, or ahguifh in a crown. 

With jiift refentmentsand contempt you ice 
The foul diffentions of the Faculty ; 
How your ihd iick -ning art now hangs her head j 
And, once a feience, is become a trade. 
Her fons -ne'er rifle her my&erious fbace, 
But ftudy Nature lefs, and lucre more. 
Not fa, when Rome to th* Epidaurian rais'd 
A temple, where devoted iaccafe \>\aa?&* ^ 
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Oft father Tyber views the lofty fire. 
As the learn'd foil is worfhipp'd like the 4u«; 
The fage with Romulus like honours claim ; 
The gift of life and laws were then the fame. 

I Jhow*d, of old, how vital currents glide. 
And the meanders of their refluent tide. 
Then, Willis, why fpootaneous actions here, 
And whence involuntary • motions rthere : 
And how the fpirhs, by mechanician, 
In wild careers tumultuous riots cau&* 
Nor wou'd our Wharton, Bates, and GJifFon lie . 
In the abyfs of blind Obfcurity. 
But, now, fuch wond'rous fearches tac forborne; 
And Paean's art is by divifions torn. . k 

Then let your Charge attend, and I'll ej$>lain : 
How her loft health your fciencemay iftgauu; ' 

Hade, and the matchlefis Atticmntddteh:; 
From Heav'n and great NaiTau he ha* the mace, 
Th* opprefs'd to his afylum ftill repairs 
Arts he fupports, and Learning is his care* 
He foftens the harih vigour of the laws* 
Blunts their keen edge, and .grinds their harpy clawi/5 
And, gracioufly, he cafts a [pitying eye 
On the 'fad flate of virtuous poverty. 
When e'er he fpeaks, Heav'ns ! how the lift^nii^g 

throng 
Dwells on the melting mafic of his tongue ! , 
His arguments are emblems of his mien, 
Mild, but not faint ; and forcing, tho' ferenef 
And, when the pow>r ©f.etoquence he'd try, 
Here, Jight'jungflfike^y^ 
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Tcrhim you muft your fickly ftate refer ; 
Your charter claims him as your Vifiter. 
Your wounds he'll clofe, and fov*reignly refiore 
Your fcience to the height it had before. 

Then Naflau's health mail be your glorious aim* 
His life mould be as tailing as his fame. 
Some princes claims from devaluations fpring, 
He condefcends, in pity, to be king : 
And when, amidft his olives plac'd, he (lands, 
And governs more by candour than commands, 
Ev*a then not lefs a hero he appears. 
Than when a Laurel diadem he wears. 

Wou'd Phoebus, or his G— le, but infpir^* 
Their facred veh'mence of poetic fire r 
To celebrate in fong that godlike pow'r; 
Which did the lab'ring univerfe reftore : 
Fair Albion's cliffs would echo to the ftrain, 
And praife the arm that conqucr'd, to regain 
The earth's repofe, and empire o'er the main. 

Still may th' immortal man his cares repeat, 
To make his bleifings endlefs as they're great :• 
Whilft Malice and Ingratitude confefs 
They've drove for ruin long, without fuccefs. 
When, late, Jove's eagle from the pyle (hall rife>, 
To bear the viftor to the boundlefs ikies, 
Awhile the God puts off paternal care, 
Negledts the earth to give the Heav'ns a ftatv 
Near thee, Alcides, (hall the hero fhine ; 
His frays reiembling, as his labours, thine. 

Had fome fam'd patriot, of the Latin blood*. 
JLikc Julius great, andl^.O&ww^*A, 



*w 
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But thus preferv'd the Latin liberties, 
Afpiring columns foon had reach 'd the ikies : 
Loud Io's the proud capitol had fhook, 
And all the ftatues of the gods had (poke. 

No more the fage his raptures could purfue: 
He paus'd $ and Celfus, with his guide, withdrew* 



fiCLGGUS 



( *to ) 



C L O G IT E L 
S E L I M: 



OR THE 

shepherd's morale 



SCENE, A VALLEY NEAR BAODAT. 
TIME, THE MORNING. 

The following eclogues, written by Mr. Collins, are 
very pretty : the images, it mult -be owned, are 
not very local ; for the paftoral fubjeel could not 
well admit of it. The defcription of Asiatic mag- ; 
nificence, and manners, is a fubjelt as yet unat- 
tempted amongft us, and, I believe, capable of 
furnilhing a great variety of poetical imagery* 

YE Periian maids, attend your poet's- lays, 
And hear how fhepherds pa£i theiit golden dajftfe. 
Not all are bleft, whom Fortune's, hand- fuftains 
With wealth, in courts, nor all that haunt the plains; 
Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell ; 
*Tis virtue makes the Mite,, where'er we dwell.. 
Thus Selim £ung, by faeied Truth*infpir/d ; 
Nor praife, but fmeh a* Trad* hejtow'd*. defied : 
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Wife in himfelf, his meaning fongs convey'd 
Informing morals to the fhepherd maid ; 
Or taught the fwains that fureft blifs to find, 
What groves nor dreams beftow, a virtuous mina\ 

When, fweet, and blufhing like a. tirgin bride* 
The radiant morn refum'd her orient pride ; 
When wanton gales along the valleys play, 
Breathe on each flower, and bear their fweets away 5 
By Tigris' wandering waves he &t, and fang 
"Hiis ufeful letTon for the fair and young. 

Ye Perfian dames, he faid, to you belong, 
Wellmay they pleafe, the morals of my fong : 
No fairer maids, I trail, than you are found, 
Crac'd with foft arts, the peopled world around ! 
The morn that lights you, to your loves fupplies 
Each gentler ray delicious to your eyes : 
For you thofe flowers her fragrant hands beftow, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
Yet think not thefe, all-beauteous as they are, 
The beil kind bleflings Heaven can grant the fair ! 
Who truft alone in beauty's feeble ray, 
Boaft but the worth Baflbra's pearls difplay ; 
Drawn from the deep we own their furface bright, 
But, dark within, tbey drink no luftrous light: 
Such are the maids, and fuch the charms they boaft,. 
By fenfe unaided, or to virtue loft. 
Self-flattering fex ! your hearts believe in vain 
That love /hall blind, whence once he fires the fwain ; 
Or hope a lover by your faults, to win, 
As fpots on ermin beautify the fkin: 
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Who fceks fecure to rule, be fird her care 
Each fofter virtue that adorns the fair ; 
Each tender paffion man delights to find, 
The lov'd perfections of a female mind I 

Bled were the days, when Wifdom held her reign, 
And fhepherds fought her on the A lent plain ; 
With Truth fhe wedded in the fecret grove, 
Immortal Truth ; and daughters blefs'd their love. 

O hade, fair maids ! ye Virtues come away ; 
Sweet Seace and Plenty lead you on your way ! 
The balmy fhrub for you fhall love our fhore, 
By Ind excell'd, or Araby, no more. 

Loft to our fields, for fo the fates ordain, 
The dear deferters fhall return again. 
Come thou, whofe thoughts as limpid fprings are 

clear, 
To lead the train, fweet Modedy, appear : 
Here make thy court, amidd our rural fcene, 
And fhepherd-girls fhall own thee for their queen* 
With thee be Chadity, of all afraid, 
Didruding all ; a wife, fufpicious maid : 
But man the mod — not more the mountain doe 
Holds the fwift falcon for her deadly foe. 
Cold is her bread, like flowers that drink the dew ; 
A filken veil conceals her from the view. 
No wild defires amidd thy train be known, 
But Faith, whofe heart is fix'd on one alone ; 
Defponding Meeknefs, with her downcad eyes, 
And friendly Pity, full of tender fighs ; 

Vol. I. M And 
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And Love the laft : by thefe your hearts approve ; 
Thefe are the virtues that muft lead to love. 

Thus fung the Twain ; and antient legends' fry, 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along ; 
The fhepherds lov'd, anil Selim blefsM his fong.- 



ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE II. 
HASSAN; 

O R T H E 

CAMEL-DRIVER* 

SCENE, THE DESERT, 
TIME, MI D-DAY. 

IN filent horror, o'er the boundlefs wafle , 

The driver, Haflan, with his camels pad ; 
One <ruife of water on his back he bore, 
And his light fcrip contain'd a fcanty ftore j 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 
To guard his (haded face from fcorching fand. 
The fultry fun had gain'd the middle fky, 
And not a tree* and not an herb was nigh; 
The beads, with pain, their duity way purfue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 
With defperate forrow wild, th* affrighted man 
Thrice figh'd, thrice ftruck his breaft, and thus began: • 
" Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !" 
Ah ! little thought I of the blading wind, 
The thirir, <*r pinching hungfct th&t I &u&\ 
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Bethink thee, Haflan, where fhall Thirft aflwage, 
When fails this cruife, his unrelenting rage ? 
Soon (hall this fcrip its precious load refign ; 
*Then what but tears and hunger, fhall be thine ? 
Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear, 
In all my griefs, a more than equal ihare ! 
Here, where no fprings in murmurs break away, 
Or mofs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
Jn vain ye hope the green delights to know, 
Which plains more bleft, or verdant vales, bellow: 
Here rocks alone, and taflelefs fands, are found, 
And faint and fickly winds for ever howl around. 
" Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way 1" 
Curft be the gold and filver, which perfuade 
Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade ! 
The lilly peace outihines the filver (lore, 
And life is dearer than the golden ore : 
Yet money tempts us o'er the defert brown, 
To every diflant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the fea ; 
And are we only yet repair'd by thee ? 
Ah ! why was ruin {o attractive made, 
Or why fond man fo eafily betray'd ? 
Why heed we not, while, mad, we hafte along, 
The gentle voice of Peace, • or Pleafure's fong ? 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's fide, 
The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride; 
Why think we thefe lefs pleafing to behold, 
Than dreary deferts, if they tad, x* %o\&\ 
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t( Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way \" 
O ceafe, my fears !— all frantic as I go, 
When thought creates unnumber'd fcenes of woe : 
What if the lion in his rage I meet I— 
Oft, in the duft, I view his printed feet : 
And, fearful ! oft, when day's declining light 
Yields her pale empire to ttfie mourner night, 
By hunger rous'd, he fcours the groaning plain, 
Gaunt wolves and fullen tygers in his train : 
Before them death with fhrieks dire&s their way, 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
" Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !" 
At that dead hour the filent afp mall creep, 
If aught of reft I find, upon my fleep : 
Or fome fwol'n ferpent twift his fcales around, 
And wake to anguifh with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wife, contented poor, 
From luft of wealth, and dread of death, fecure ! 
They tempt no deferts, and no griefs they find; 
Peace rules the day, where Reafon rules the mind. 
" Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !'* 
O haplefs youth ! for flie thy love hath won, 
The tender Zara, will be moft undone ; 
Big fwell'd my heart, and own'd the powerful maid, 
When faft (he dropt her tears, as thus me faid : 
" Farewell the youth whom fighs could not detain. 
Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain ! 

M 3 H^ 
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ECLOGUE IV. 
AGIB and SECANDER: 

O R, 

THE FUGITIVES, 

SCENE, A MOUNTAIN IN CIRCASSIA, 

■ • 

TIME, MIDNIGHT. 



I 



N fair Circaffia, where, to love inclin'd, 
Each Twain was blefs'd, for ev'ry maid was kind ; 
At that Hill hour when awful midnight reigns. 
And none, but wretches, haunt the twilight plains ; 
What time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 
And pall, in radiance, thro* the clondlefs Iky; 
Sad o'er the dews two brother fhepherds fled. 
Where wildering fear and de/perate forrow led : 
Fail as they prefs'd their flight, behind diem lay 
Wide ravagM plains, and vallies ftole away. 
Along the mountain's bending fides they ran, 
Till faint and weak Secander thus began : 

Sbcandek. 

O ftay thee, Agib, for my feet deny, 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
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Friend of my heart, O turn thee, and furvey, 
Trace our fad flight, thro' all its length of way ! 
And, firft, review that long-exte»ded plain, 
And yon wide groves, already paft with pain ! 
Yun ragged cliff, whofe dangerous path we tFy'd 5 
And, laft, this lofty mountain's weary Mo- 1 ; 

A.Gl B. 

Weak as thou art, yet* haplefs, mufitheu know 
The toils of flight, or fome feverer woe ! 
Still as I hade the Tarta* fhouts behind, 
And fhrieks and forrows- load the faddening wind : 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his fiand, 
He blafts our harvefts, and deforms our land. ^ 
Yon citron grove, whence flrft in fear we came. 
Droops its fair honours to the conquering flame : 
Far fly the fwains, like* us, in deep defpair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 

. * j. » i . 



anappy land, wnole Diemngs tempt tne jword a 
tin, unheard, thou lall'il thy Perlian lord V' ^ 
iih thou court'ft him', helpless, fd fffihe^iifc' : |^ 



Seca#&er« : ' 

Unhappy land, whofe ble*flihgs tempt the 1 /word,"' " t 
In vain. 
In vairi 

To fliield the fhepherd, and protect the riMft ! 
Far off, in thoughtlefs indolence reflgn'd, 
Soft dreams of love and pleafure foothe his mind \ f 
'Mid/I fair fultanas Toil in idle joy; 
No wars alarm him, and no fears arim>y. 

M 6 Ac ib. 
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A G I B. 

Yet thefe green hills, in Cummer's fultry heat, 
Have lent the monarch, oft, a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the fight is Zabran's flowery plain. 
And once by maids and (hepherds lovM in vainf 
No more the virgins (hall delight to rove 
By Sargis' banks, or Irwan's fhady grove ; 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 
Or breathe the fweets of Aly's flowery vale : 
Fair fcenes ! but, ah ! no more with peace poiTeft, 
With, cafe alluring, and with plenty bleft. 
No more the ihepherds' whitening tents appear,. 
Nor the kind produ&s of a bounteous year ; 
No more the date with fnowy bloflbms crown'd I 
But Ruin lpreads her baleful fires around* 

« 

Secandeiu 

In vain Circaflia boails her fpicy groves, 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves : 
In vain fte boails her faired of the fair. 
Their eye's blue languifh, and their golden hair I 
Thofe eyes in tears their fruitlefs grief mud fend ;. 
Thofe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand (hall rend. 

A G I B* 

Ye Georgian fwains, that, piteous, learn from far 
Circaifia's ruin, and the wafte of war ; 
Some weightier arms than crooks and (lairs prepare, 
To (hield your harvefb, and defend your fair ; 
The Turk and Tartar like defigns purfue, 
Fix'd to deftroy, and itedfeft. xo wta. 
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Wild as his land, in native deferts bred, 
By luft incited, or by malice led, 
The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey. 
Oft marks with blood and wafting flames the way £ 
' Yet none fo cruel as the Tartar foe, 
To death inur'd, and nurft in fcenes of woe. 

He faid, when loud along the vale was heard 
A fhriller fhriek, and nearer fires appear'd : 
The frighted fliepherds, thro* the dews of night, 
Wide o'er the moonlight hills renew'd their flight. 



THK 
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THE 



SPLENDID SHILLING. 



By Mr. J. Philips. 

This is reckoned the beft parody of Milton in our 
language : it has been an hundred times imitated, 
without fuccefs. The truth is, the firft thing in 
this way muft preclude all future attempts; for 
nothing is fo eafy as to burlefque any man's man* 
ner, when we are once (hewed the way. 

HAPPY the man, who, void of cares and ftrife, 
In filken, or in leathern, purfe, retains 
A Splendid Shilling : he nor hears with pain 
New oyfters cry'd, nor fighs for chearful ale ; 
But, with his friends, when nightly mifts arife, 
To Juniper's Magpye, or Town-Hall * repairs : 
Where, mindful of the nymph whofe wanton eye 
Transfix'd his foul, and kindled amorous flames, 
Cloe, or Philips ; he each circling glafs 
Wifheth her health, and joy, and equal love. 
Mean while, he fmokes, and laughs at merry tale, 
Or Pun ambiguous, or Conundrum quaint. 
But I, whom griping penury fnrrounds,. 



* Two noted alekotties in Oxford, 1700, 



And 
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And hunger, Cure attendant upon want, - 
With fcanty offals, and fmall acid tiff*, 
(Wretched repaft !) my meagre corps fuflain * 
Then {blitary walk, or doze at home. 
In garret vile, and with a warming puff* 
Regale chiird fingers ; or from tube as black 
As winter chimney, or well-polilh'd jet, 
Exhale Mandangus, ill-perfuming fcent : 
Not blacker tube, nor of a (horter fize 
Smokes Cambro-Briton (vers'd in pedigree, 
Sprung from Cadwalador and Arthur, kings 
Full famous in romantic tale) when he 
O'er many a craggy hill and barren cliff, 
Upon a cargo of fam'd Cefbian cheefe,. 
High over- lh ado wing rides, with a defign 
To vend his wares, or at th* Arvonian' mart,. 
Or Maridunum, or the antient town 
Yclip'd Brechinia; or where Vaga's ftream 
Encircles Ariconium, fruitful foil ! 
Whence flow ne&areous wines, that well may vie 
With Maflic, Setin, or renown'd Falern. 

Thus, while my joylefs minutes tedious flow,. 
With looks demure, and filent pace, a Dun, 
Horrible monffer ! hated by gods and men, 
To my aerial citadel afcends, 
With vocal heel thrice thundering at my gate, 
With hideous accent thrice he calls ; I know 
The voice ill-boding, and the folemn found. 
What (hould I do ? or whither turn ? amaz'd, 
Confounded, to the dark recefs I fly 

Of 
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Of woodhole ; ftrait my briftling hairs ere& 

Thro' fudden fear ; a chilly fweat bedews 

My fhudd'ring limbs, and (wonderful to tell I) 

My tongae forgets her faculty of fpeech ; 

So horrible he feems ! his faded brow 

Entrench'd with many a frown, and conic beard, 

And fpreading band, admir'd by modern faints, 

Difailrous ads forebode ; in his right hand 

Long fcrolls of paper folemnly he waves, 

With characters and figures dire infcrib'd, 

Grievous to mortal eyes ; (ye gods, avert 

Such plagues from righteous men) behind him ftalks 

Another monfter not unlike himfelf, 

Sullen of afpeft, by the vulgar calPd 

A Catchpole ; whofe polluted hands the Godf 

With force incredible, and magic charms, 

Firit have endu'd, if he his ample palm 

Should, haply, on ill-fated moulder lay 

Of debtor, ftrait his body, to the touch 

Obfequious, (as whilom knights were wont) 

To fome inchanted caftle is torivey'd, 

Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains 

In durance ftridt detain him, till, in form 

Of money, Pallas fets the captive free. 

Beware, ye debtors, when ye walk, beware, 
Be eircumfpecl ; oft, with infiduous ken, 
This caitiff eyes your fteps aloof, and oft 
Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave, 
Prompt to inchant fome inadvertent wretch 
With his unhallow'd touch. So (poets fing) 
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Grimalkin, to domeftic vermin fworn 
An everbfting foe, with watchful eye 
Lies 'nightly brooding o'er a chinky gap, 
Protending her fell claws, to thoughtlefs mic$ 
Sure ruin. So, her difembowell'd web, 
Arachne, in a hall, or kitchen, (preads, 
Obvious to vagrant flies : ihe fecret fiends 
Within hei woven cell ; the humming pr/ey, 
Regardless of their fate, ru(h on the toils 
Inextricable, npr will aught avail 
Their arts, or arms, or Shapes of lovely hue y . 
TJje.wafp infiduous, and j&e bu&zing drone, 
And butterfly, proud of expanded wings 
Diflind withhold, .entangled" *u her iharejs,- 
Ufefcgfc 3efi£aB.ce majke : with eager ; fyi<ks* 
She tow'/aag flies to her e*poged fppjjs j 
Then, wi$ envenonVd jaws, .the .vital jbJoo.fi ; 
Drinks of felu&antfoes, and to fter cave / 
Their bulky carcafes triumphant drags. , 

So pafs my days. But when no&urnal ftiftd&S 
This world ifiyelop, and th' ipekmjentj^x . 
Perfaades mentto rejxl benumbing ftofU 
With pleafantjwines, .and crackling hlajse tfwfif&i 
Me, lonely Jittjng, nor the glimmering lig£# 
Of makeweight candle, nor the joyous {aJlJc 
Of loving friend Relights j . diitrefs'd, fy$&sa* 
Amidft tfefrhongoip of jhe tedious night, 
Darkling I /igh, and ftcd with aUfin^l $&ough|a 
My anxious mjnd, oj*, fametimes, mournful yerfc 
Indite, ;Wid;fipg of\ gropes cflnd myrtle frames, 
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* $l$fp'rate lady near a purling ftreaxn, 
* lover pendent on a willow-tree, 
^an while I labour with eternal drought, 
Arid, reftlefs, wi(h, and rave, my parched throat 
Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repofe : 
But if a /lumber haply does invade 
My weary limbs, my fancy's ftill awake, 
Thoughtful of drink, and eager, in a dream, 
Tipples imaginary pots of ale, 
In vain ; awake I find the fettled thirft 
Still gnawing, and the pleafant fantom curfe. 

Thus do I live, from pleafure quite debarr'cL 
Nor tafte the fruits that the fun's genial rays 
Mature, John- Apple, nor the downy Peach, 
Nor Walnut in rough-furrow'd coat fecure ; 
Nor Medlar fruit, delicious in decay : 
Afflictions great ! yet greater ftill remain : 
My Galligafkins, that have long withftood 
The winter's fury, and encroaching frofts, 
By Time fubdu'd (what will not Time fubdue !) 
An horrid chafin difclos'd with orifice 
Wide, difcontinuous ; at which the winds 
Eurus and Aufter, and the dreadful force 
Of Boreas, tHat congeals the Cronean waves, 
Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blafts, 
^Portending agues. Thus, a well fraught fliip 
' Xtong fail'd fecure, or thro* th' iEgean deep, 
Or th* Ionean, till cruiiing near 
The Lilybean fhore, with hideous crufh, 
On Scylla, or Charybdis (dang'rous rocks !) 



The mariners, death in their eyes appear. 
They dare, they lave, they pump, they fwear,they 
(Vain efforts!) Still the battering waves rufh ii 
Implacable, till, delng'd by the foam, 
The fhip finks found'ring in the vail abyfs. 
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A 

PIPE OF TOBACCO: 

INI MITATION OF 

1 

SIX SEVERAL AUTHORS. 

Mr. Hawkins Browne, the author of thefe, as I am 
told, had no good original manner of his own, 
yet we fee how well he fucceeds when he turns an 
imitator ; for the following are rather imitations, 
than ridiculous parodies* 

IMITATION I. 

A N E W - Y E A R 's O D E. 

Recitative. 
XD battle-array, big with horror, is fled, 



G 



And olive rob'd Peace again lifts up her head. 
Sing, ye Mufes, Tobacco, the blefling of peace ; 
Was ever a nation fo blefled as this ? 

A I R. 

When rummer funs grow red with heat, 

Tobacco tempers Phoebus' ire ; 
When wintry ftorms around us beat, 

Tobacco chears with geaUe fire* 



\<&ss* 
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Yellow Autumn, youthful Spring, 
In thy praifes jointly fing* 

RECITATIVE. 

Like Neptune, Caefar guards Virginian fleets^ 
Fraught with Tobacgo's balmy fweets ; 

Old Ocean trembles at Britannia's pow'r, 
And Boreas is afraid to tear. 

AIR. 

Happy mortal, he ! who knows 
Pleafure which a Pipe bellows ; 
Curling eddies climb the room, 
Wafting round a mild perfume. 

Recitative. 

Let fofdign climes the vine and orange boali", 
While ,waftes of war deform the teeming coafl ; 
Britannia, diftaht from* each hbltile found, 
Enjoys a Pipe, with eafe and freedom crown'd : 
E'en reftlefs Faction finds itfelf moft free ; 
Or, if a flave, a flave to Liberty. 

AIR. '" 

Smiling years, that gayly run 
Round the zodiac, with the fun, 
Tell, if ever you have feen 
Realms fo quiet and ferene. 
Britifli fons no longer, now, 
Hurl the bar, or twang \ta\iovj ^ 



\^ 
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Nor of crimfon combat think, 

But fecurely £moke and drink. 

» ■ 

CHORUS. 

Smiling years, that £ayly."run. 
Round the zodiac, with the fun, 
Tell, if ever you have feen 
Realms fo cjuiet and ferehe* 



IMITATION 
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I M I T AT ION II. 

LITTLE tube, of mighty power, 
Charmer of an idle hoar, 
Objecl of my warm deiire, 
Lip of wax, and eye of fire : 
And thy fnowy, taper waifr, 
With my finger gently brac'd ; 
And thy pretty fwelling creft, 
With my little flopper preft, 
And the fweeteft blifs of bli/Tes 
Breathing from thy balmy kifTes. 
Happy thrice- and thrice agen, 
Happieft he of happy men, 
Who, when again the night returns, 
When again the taper burns ; 
When again the cricket's gay, 
(Little cricket, 'full of play) 
Can afford his tube to feed 
With the fragrant Indian weed : 
Pleafure for a nofe divine, 
Incenfe of the god of wine. 
Happy thrice and thrice agen, 
Happieft he of happy men. 



IMITATION 
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IMITATION IN. 

OTHOU, matur'd by glad Hcfperian funs, 
Tobacco ! fountain pure of limpid truth, 
That looks the very foul ; whence pouring thought 
Swarms all the mind ; abforpt is yellow care ; 
And at each puff imagination burns. 
Flam on thy bard, and, with exalting fires, 
Touch the myiterious lip that chaunts thy praife, 
In ftrains to mortal fons of earth unknown. 
Behold an engine, wrought from tauny mines 
Of du&ile clay, with plaflic virtue form'd, 
And glaz'd magnific o'er, I grafp, I fill. 
From Paetotheke with pungent pow'rs perfum'd, 
Itfelf one tortoife all, where fhines imbib'd 
Each parent ray ; then rudely ram'd illume, 
With the red touch of zeal-enkindling (beet, 
Mark'd with Gibfonian lore ; forth iffue clouds, 
Thought-thrilling, thiril-inciting clouds around, 
And many-mining fires : I all the while, 
Lolling at cafe, inhale the breezy balm. 
But chief, when Bacchus wont with thee to join, 
In genial ftrife and orthodoxal ale, 
Stream life and joy into the Mufes' bowl. 
O be thou dill my great infpirer, thou 
My Mufe ; oh fan me with thy zephyrs boon, 
While I, in clouded tabernacle (hrin'd, . ^ 

Burft forth all oracle and myftic (bug. 

Vol. I. N \^V\T K\Vi^ 
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IMITATION IV. 

CRITICS avaunt ; Tobacco is my theme ; 
Tremble like hornets at the blading fleam. 
And you, court-infe&s, flutter not too near 
Its light, nor buzz within the fcorching fphere. 
Pollio, with flame like thine my verfe infpire, 
So mail the Mufe from fmoke elicit fire. 
Coxcombs prefer the tickling fting of fnuff ; 
Yet all their claim to wifdom is — a puff : 
Lord Foplin fmokes not— for his teeth afraid : ' 
Sir Tawdry fmokes not — for he wears brocade. 
Ladies, when pipes are brought, affeft to fwoon ; 
They love no fmoke, except the fmoke of town : 
But courtiers hate the puffing tribe— ^ — no matter, 
Strange, if they love the breath that cannot flatter ! 
Its foes but (hew their ignorance 5 can he 
Who fcorns the leaf of knowledge, love the tree f 
The tainted Templar (more prodigious yet) 

Rails at Tobacco, tho' it makes him fpit. 

Citronia vows it has an odious (link ; 

She will not fmoke (ye gods !) — but fhe will drink . 

And chafle Prudella (blame her if you can) 

Says, Pipes are us'd by that vile creature Man : 

Yet crowds remain, who flill its worth proclaim, 

While fome for pleafure fmoke, and fome for fame : 

Fame, of our aftions univerfal fpring, 

For which we drink, eat, (leeo, fmoke,— ev'ry thing. 
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IMITATION V. 

BLEST leaf! whofe aromatic gales difpenfe 
To Templars modeily, to Parfons fenfc : 
So raptur'd prielts, at fam'd Dodona's fhrine, 
Drank infpiration from the fleam divine. 
Poifon that cures, a vapour that affords 
Content more folid than the fmile of lords ; 
Reft to the weciry, to the hungry food, 
The laft kind refuge of the wife and good : 
Infpir'd by thee, dull cits adjuft the fcale 
Of Europe's peace, when other ftatcfmen fail. 
By thee protected, and thy filter, Beer, 
Poets rejoice, nor think the bailiff near. 
Nor lefs the critic uwns thy genial aid, 
While fupperlefs he plies the piddling trade> 
Whet tho' to loye and foft delights a foe, 
By ladies hated, hated by the beau, 
Yet focial freedom, long to courts unknown, ' 
Fair health, fair truth, and virtue are thy own. 
Come to thy poet, come with healing wings, 
And let me tafte thee unexcis'd by kings. 
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IMITATION VI. 

BO Y ! bring an ounce of Freeman's beft, 
And bid the vicar be my gueft : 
Let all be plac'd in manner due ; 
A pot wherein to fpit, or fpue, 
And London Journal, and Free-Briton, 
Of ufe to light a pipe, or * * 

This village, unmolefted yet 

By troopers, ihall be my retreat : 

Who cannot flatter, bribe, betray; 

Who cannot write, or vote for •• 

Far from the vermin of the town, 

Here let me rather live, my own, 

Doze o'er a pipe, whofe vapour bland 

In fweet oblivion lulls the land ; 

Of all, which at Vienna pafTes, 

As ignorant as • * Brafs is : 

And fcorning rafcals to carefs, 

Extol the days of good queen Befs, 

When firft Tobacco bleft our ifle, 

Then think of other queens— and fmile. 

Come jovial pipe, and bring along 
Midnight revelry, and fong ; 
The merry catch, the ma&\%a\> 
That echoes fweet in City Yiril •, 
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The parfon's pun, the fmutty tale 
Of country juftice o'er his ale. 
I afk not what the French are doing, 
Or Spain to compafs Britain's ruin : 

Britons, if undone, can go, 

Where Tobacco loves to grow. 



/ 



End of Vol. It 
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